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PEEFACE. 



The following work has been the most successfiil of all Q-u#ri.TE 
Atkart) has published in Paris, and it has run through an un- 
paralleled number of Editions,- This is not surprising, however, 
when we bear in mind that he describes in it his personal 
experiences in the Indian Aztec, city, from which no European 
ever returned prior to him, to tell the tale of his adventures. 
From this volume we learn to regard the Indians from a very 
different side than the one hitherto taken ; for it is evident that 
they are something more than savages, and possess their tra- 
ditions just as much as any nation of the Old World. At the 
present moment, when the Bedskins appear destined to play an 
important part in the American struggle, I think that such 
knowledge as our Author is enabled alone to give us about their 
manners and customs, will be read with interest. 

L. W. 
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THE INDIAN SCOUT. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE SUBPBISB. 

It was towards the end of May, 1855, in one of the 
least visited parts of the immense prairies of the Far 
"West, and at a short distance from the Bio Colorado del 
ITorte, which the Indian tribes of those districts call, in 
their language so full of imagery, "The endless river 
with the golden waves." 

The night was profoundly dark. The moon, which 
had proceeded two-thirds of its course, displayed between 
the lofty branches of the trees her pallid face ; and the 
scanty rays of vacillating light scarce brought out the 
outlines of the abrupt and stem scenery. There was 
not a breath in the air, not a star in the sky* A silence 
of death brooded over the desert — a silence only inter- 
rupted, at long intervals, by the sharp barking of the 
coyotes in search of prey, or the savage miaulings of the 
panthers and jaguars at thcwatering-place. 

During the darkness, the great American savannahs, 
on which no human sound troubles the majesty of night, 
assume, beneath the eye of heaven, aa im^o^\xi% ^^J^'s^- 
dour, which unconsciously affect* fti^ \ifc«t\. cil *0?i^ 
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strongest man, and imbues him involuntarily with a 
feeling of religious respect. 

All at once the closely growing branches of a flori- 
pondio were cautiously parted, and in the space thus 
left appeared the anxious head of a man, whose eyes, 
flashing like those of a wild beast, darted restless glances 
in every direction. After a few seconds of perfect im- 
mobility, the man of whom we speak left the clump of 
trees in the midst of which he was concealed, and leaped 
out on the plain. 

Although his bronzed complexion had assufned almost 
a brick colour, still, from his hunting garb, and, above 
all, the light colour of his long hair, and his bold, frank, 
and sharply-marked features, it was easy to recognise in 
this man one of those daring Canadian wood-rangers, 
whose bold' race is daily expiring, and will probably 
disappear ere long. 

He walked a few paces, with the barrel of his rifle 
thrust forward, and his finger on the trigger, minutely 
inspecting the thickets and numberless bushes that 
surrounded him; then, probably reassured by the 
silence and solitude that continued to prevail around, 
he stopped, rested the butt of his rifle on the ground, 
bent forward, and imitated, with rare perfection, the 
song of the centzontle, the American nightingale. 

Scarce had the last modulation of this song, which was 
gentle as a love sigh, died away in the air, when a 
second person bounded forward from the same shrub 
which had already oflered passage to the hunter. It was 
an Indian ; he stationed himself by the Canadian's side, 
and, after a few seconds' silence, said, affecting a tran- 
quillity probably not responded to by his heart, — ''Well?*' 

'' All is calm," the hunter answered. '' The CMhuM 
oan comeJ' 
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The Indian shook his head* 

*' Since the rising of the moon, JIahchsi Kaiehde has 
been separated £rom Eglantine ; he knows not where she 
is at this moment'' 

A kindly smile played ronnd the hanter*s lips. 

^'Eglantine loves my brother/' he said, gently. "The 
little bird that sings in her heart will have led her on 
the trail of the Chief. Has Mahchsi Xarehde forgotten 
the song with which he called her to his love meetings 
in the tribe?" 

" The Chief has forgotten nothing/* 

** Let him calL her then." 

The Indian did not let the invitation be repeated. 
The cry of the walkon rose in the silence. 

At the same momenta rustling was heard in the 
branches, and a young woman, bounding like a startled 
fawn, fell panting into the warrior's arms, which were 
opened to receive her. This pressure was no longer 
than a flash of lightning ; the Chief, doubtlessly ashamed 
of the tender emotion he had yielded to in the presence 
of a white man, even though that white man was a 
friend, coldly repulsed the young female, saying to her, 
in a vcnoe in which no trace of feeHng was visible, 
" My sister ib fatigued, without doubt ; no danger me- 
naces her at this moment; she can sleep; the warriors 
will watch over her." 

'^ Eglantine is a Comanche maid," she answered in a 
timid voice. "Her heart is strong; she will obey 
Mahchsi Sarehde (the Flying Eagle). ITnder the pro- 
tection of so terrible a chief she knows herself in 
safety." 

The Indian bent on her a glance full of indescribable 
tenderness; but regaining, almost immediately, that 
itpparent apathy which the Bedskin^ ne^^x €L!^%x\»^^\si^ 
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''The warriors wish to hold a council; my sister can 
sleep/' he said. 

The young woman mane no reply; she bowed res- 
pectfully to the two men, and withdrawing a £bw paces, 
she lay down in the grass, and slept, or feigned to sleep. 
The Canadian had contented himself with smiling, on 
seeing the result obtained by the advice he had given 
the warrior, and listened, with an approving nod of the 
head, to the few words exchanged between the Bed* 
skins. The Chief, buried in thought, stood for a few. 
minutes with his eyes fixed, with a strange expression* 
on the young, sleeping woman ; then he passed his hand 
several times over his brow, as if to dissipate the clouds 
that oppressed his mind, and turned to the hunter. 

''My brother, the Paleface, has need of rest. The 
Chief will watch," be said. 

" The coyotes have ceased barking, the moon has dis- 
appeared, a white streak is rising on the horizon," the 
Canadian replied. *^ Day will speedily appear ; sleep 
has fled my eyelids ; the men must hold a council.'' 

The Indian bowed, without farther remark, and, 
laying his gun on the ground, collected a few.armfuls of 
dry wood, which he carried near the sleeper. The 
Canadian struck a light ; the wood soon caught, and the 
flame coloured the trees with its blood-red hue. The 
two men then squatted by each other^s side, filled their 
calumets with manachie, the sacred tobacco, and com- 
menced smoking silently, with that imposing gravity 
which the Indians, under all circumstances, bring to 
this symbolic operation. 

Wo will profit by this moment of rest, which acci- 
dent ofiers us, to draw a portrait of these three persons, 
who are destined to play an important part in the course 
lur story. 



THE SUBPBISV. 5 

The Canadian was a man of about forty-five years of . 
age, six feet in height, long, thin, and dry ; his was a 
nervous nature, composed of muscle and sinews, per- 
fectly adapted to the rude profession of wood-ranger, 
which demands a vigour and boldness beyond all ex- 
pression. Like all his countrymen, the Canadian 
offered, in his features, the ITorman type in its thorough 
purity. His wide forehead ; his grey eyes, fuU of in- 
telligence ; his slightly aquiline nose ; his large mouth, 
full of magnificent teeth ; the long light hair, mingled 
with a few silvery threads which escaped from under his 
otter-skin cap, and fell in enormous ringlets on his 
shoulders, — all these details gave this man an open, 
frank, and honest appearance, which attracted sym- 
pathy, and pleased at the first glance. This worthy, 
giant, whose real name was Bonnaire, but who was only 
l^nown on the prairies by the sobriquet of Marksman, a 
sobriquet which he fully justified by the correctness of 
his aim, and his skill in detecting the lurking-places 
of wild beasts, was bom in the vicinity of Montreal ; 
but having been taken, while very young, into the 
forests of Upper Canada, desert life possessed such charms 
for him, that he had given up civilized society, and for 
nearly thirty years had traversed the vast solitudes of 
Korth America, only consenting to visit the towns and 
villages when he wanted to dispose of the skins of the 
animals he had killed, or renew his provision of powder 
and bullets. 

Marksman's companion, Flying Eagle, was one of the 
most renowned chiefs of the tribe of the "White Buffaloes, 
the most powerful of all forming the warlike Comanche 
race, that untamable ai^d ferocious nation, which, in its 
-immeasurable pride, haughtily terms itself the Queen of 
the Prairies, a title which no otYiei \.Ti\)^ ^^^\i^ ^^-^ 
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lenge. Flying Eagle, though still very young, for he 
was scarcely fouivand-twenty, had already distinguished 
himself, on seyeral occasions, by deeds of such unheard- 
of boldness and temerity, that his mere name inspired 
the countless Indian hordes that constantly traverse the 
desert in every direction, with invincible terror. 

He was tall, well-built, and perfectly proportioned ; 
his features were elegant, and his black eyes acquired, 
beneath the influence of any powerful emotion, tthat 
strange rigidity which commands respect ; his gestures 
were noble, and his carriage graceful, and stamped with 
that majesty inborn in Indians. The Chief was attired 
in his war dress, and that was so singular, as to deserve 
a detailed description. 

Hying Eagle wore the cap which only distinguished 
warriors, who have killed many warriors, have the right 
to assume; it is made of strips of white ermine, with a 
large piece of red cloth fastened at the back, and falling 
to the thigh, to which -is fastened an upright crest of 
black and white eagle plumes, which begins at the head, 
and continues in close order to the extremity. Above 
his right ear he had passed through his hair a wooden 
knife, painted red, and about the length of a hand ; thi» 
knife was the model of one with which he had killed 
a Dacotah chief; he wore, in addition, eight small 
wooden skewers, painted blue, and adorned at the upper 
extremity with a gilt nail, to indicate the number of 
bullets that had wounded him ; over his left . ear he 
wore a large tuft of yellow owl feathers, with the ends 
painted red, as the totem of the Band of Dogs ; one half 
his face was red, and his body reddish brown, with 
stripes from which the colour had been removed by a 
moistened finger. His arms, starting from the shoulder, 
-"^ere adorned with twenty-seven yellow stripes, indi- 
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eating the number of his exploits; while on his chest he 
liad painted a blue hand; to annonnce that he had fre- 
quently made prisoners. Bound his neck he wore a 
magnificent collar of grizzly bear's claws, three inches 
in length, and white at the point. His shoulders were 
covered by a large buffalo robe, falling almost to the 
ground, and painted of various colours. His breeches, 
composed of two separate parts, one for each leg, were 
tightly fastened to his waistbelt, and fell almost to his 
ankles, embroidered externally with coloured porcupine 
quills, terminating in a long tuft that trailed on the 
ground. "Wide stripes of black and white cloth were 
rolled round his hips, and fell before and behind in 
heavy folds. His slippers, of buffalo hide, were but 
slightly decorated ; but wolf tails, trailing on the ground 
behind him, and equalling in number the enemies he 
had conquered, were fastened above his ankles. Prom 
his waistbelt hung, on one side, his powder-flask, ball- 
pouch, and scalping-knife : on the other, a quiver of 
panther skin filled with long, sharp arrows, and [his 
tomahawk; his gun was laid on the ground, within 
reach of his hand. 

This warrior, dressed in such a strange costume, had 
something imposing and sinister about him which in- 
spired terror. 

For the present we will confine ourselves to saying 
that Eglantine was not more than Mteen years of age ; 
that she was very beautiful for an Indian girl; and 
wore, in all its elegant simplicity, the sweet costume 
adopted by the women of her nation. Ending here this 
description, which was perhaps too detailed, but which 
was necessary in order to know the men we have intro- 
duced in "the scene, we will return to our narrative. 

Eor a long time the two men smoked ^<i<^ ^ ^^^ 
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without exchanging a syllable ; at length, the Canadian 
shook out the ashes of his pipe on his thumb nail, and 
addressed his companion. 

*' Is my brother satisfied ?" he said. 

""Wah!" the Indian answered, and bowing^assent ; 
" my brother has a friend." 

"Good!" the hunter continued; "and what will 
the Chief do now ?" 

" riying Eagle will rejoin his tribe with Eglantine, 
and then return to seek the Apache trail." 

" For what purpose ?"' 
^ " Flying Eagle will avenge himself." 

" As you please, Chief. I will certainly not try to 
dissuade you from projects against enemies who are also 
mine ; still, I do not believe you look at the matter in 
the right Kght." 

" What would my brother the Paleface warrior say ?" 

" I mean that we are far from the lodges of the Co- 
manches, and before reaching them we shall have doubt- 
lessly more than one turn-up with the enemies from 
whom the Chief considers himself freed, perhaps, too 
prematurely." 

The Indian shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. 

" The Apaches are old women, chattering, and cow- 
ardly," he said. " Flying Eagle despises them." 

"That is possible," the hunter replied, with a toss of 
his head ; " still, in my opinion, we should have done 
better in continuing our journey till sunrise, in order to 
put a greater distance between them and us, instead of 
halting so imprudently ; we are still very near the camp 
of our enemies." 

"The fire water has stopped the ears and closed the 
eyes of the Apache dogs; they are stretched on the 
ground and sleeping." 
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'' Hum ! that is not my opinion ; I am^ on the contrary, 
persuaded that they are watching and looking for us." 

At the same instant, as if chance wished to justify 
the apprehensions of the prudent hunter, some dozen 
shots were fired ; a horrible war-cry, to which the Ca- 
nadian and the Comanche responded, with a yell of de- 
fiance, was heard in the forest, and nearly thirty Indians 
rushed howling toward the fire, at which our three cha- 
racters were seated ; but the latter had disappeared, as 
if by enchantment. 

The Apaches stopped with an outburst of passion, not 
knowing in what direction to turn, in order to find their 
crafty foes again. Suddenly three shots were fired firom 
the interior of the forest, and three Apaches rolled on 
the ground, with holes in their chests. The Indians 
uttered a yell of fury, ^d rushed in the direction of the 
shots. At the moment they reached the edge of the 
forest, a man stepped forward, wavbg in his right hand 
a buffalo robe, as a signal of peace. It was Marksman, 
the Canadian. 

The Apaches stopped with an ill-omened hesitation/ 
but the Canadian, without seeming to notice the move- 
ment, walked resolutely toward them with the slow and 
careless step habitual to him ; on recognizing him, the 
Indians brandished their weapons wrathf ully, and wished 
to rush upon him, for they had many reasons for hating 
the hunter ,* but their Chief arrested them with a pe- 
remptory gesture. 

*' Let my brothers be patient/' he said, with a sinister 
smile, " they will lose nothing by waiting." 
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CHAPTEE II. 

THE GUEST. 

On* the same day that our story begins^ and about three 
miles from where the events narrated in our preceding 
chapter occurred, a numerous caravan had halted at 
, sunset, in a vast clearing situated on the skirt of an im- 
mense virgin forest, the last species of which ended on 
the banks of the Kio Colorado. 

This caravan came from the south-east, that is^ from 
Mexico. It appeared to have been on the march for a 
long time, as far as possible to judge by the state in 
which the clothes of the men were, as well as the har- 
ness of the horsess and mules. In fact, the poor beasts 
themselves were reduced to a state of leanness and 
weakness, which amply testified to the rude fatigue they 
must have endured. The caravan was composed of 
some thirty-five persons, all attired in the picturesque 
and characteristic costume of the half-bred hunters and 
Gambusinos, who alone, or in small bands, at the most 
of four, incessantly traverse the Far "West, which they 
explore in its most mysterious depths, for the purpose 
of hunting, trapping, or discovering the numberless gold 
veins it contains in its bosom. 

The adventurers halted, dismounted, fastened their 
horses to picquet ropes, and began immediately, with 
that skill and quickness only attained by long habit, 
making their preparations to bivouac. The grass was 
pulled up over a considerable extent of ground; the 
haggage, piled up in a circle, formed a breastwork, be- 
hind which a sudden attack of the desert marauders 
might be resisted ; and then fires were lighted in the 
shape of a St. Andrew's cross in the interior of the camp. 
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When all this had been attended to, some of the ad- 
venturers put up a large tent above^ a palanquin her- 
metically closed, which was carried by two mules, one 
before and one behind. When the tent was pitched, 
the mules were taken out of the palanquin, and the 
curtains, in falling, covered it so completely, that it was 
entirely concealed* 

This palanquin was a riddle to the adventurers. No 
one knew what it contained, though the general curiosity 
was singularly aroused on l^e subject of a mystery so 
specially incomprehensible in this deserted country ; each 
kept carefully to himself the opinions he had formed 
about it — above all, since the day when, in the midst of 
a difficult piece of country, and during the momentary 
absence of the chief of the Cuadrilla, who usually never 
left the palanquin, which he guarded like a miser does 
his treasure, a hunter leaned over and slightly opened 
one of the curtains ; but the man had scarce time to take 
a furtive peep through the opening, ere the chief, sud- 
denly coming up, split his skull open with a blow of his 
machete, and laid Mm dead at his feet. Then he turned 
to the terrified witnesses, and said calmly, — " Is there 
another among you who would like to discover what I 
think proper to keep secret ?*' 

These words were uttered in such a tone of implacable 
raillery and furious cruelty, that these villains, for the 
most part without faith or law, and accustomed to brave, 
with a laugh, the greatest perils, felt an internal shudder, 
and their blood stagnated in their veins. This lesson 
had been sufficient. No one tried afterwards to discover 
the captain's secret. 

The final arrangements had been scarcely made for 
the encampment, ere the sound of horses was heard, and 
two horsemen arrived at a gallop* 
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'* Here is the Captain," the adventurers said to each 
other* 

The new comers gave their reins to men who ran up 
to receive them, and walked hastily toward the tent. 
On arriving there, th& &:Bt stopped and addressed his 
companion : — " Caballero," he said to him, *' you are 
welcome among us ; although very poor ourselves, we 
will gladly share the little we possess with you.'' 

" Thanks," the second said, with a bow, " I will not 
abuse your gracious hospitality ; to-morrow, at sunrise, 
I think I shall be sufficiently rested to continue my 
journey." 

" You will act as you think proper : seai yourself by 
this fire prepared for us, while I go for a few moments 
into that tent. I will soon rejoin you, and have the 
honour of keeping you company." 

The stranger bowed, and took his place by the fire, 
lighted a short distance from the tent, while the captain 
let the curtain he had lifted fall behind him, and dis- 
appeared from his guest's sight. 

The latter was a man of marked features, his stalwart 
limbs denoting a far from ordinary strength ; the few 
wrinkles that furrowed his energetic face served to indi- 
cate that he had already passed mid-life, though no trace 
of decrepitude was visible on his solidly-built body, and 
not a white hair silvered his long and thick locks, which 
were black as a raven's wing. He wore the costume of 
the rich Mexican hacienderos, that is to say, the manga ; 
the zarape, of many colours ; the velvet calzoneros, open 
at the knee, and betas vaqueras ; his hat, of vicuna skia, 
gallooned with gold, was drawn in by a rich toquOa, fas- 
tened with a costly diamond ; a sheathless machete hung 
from his right hip, merely passed through an iron ring : 
the barrels of two six-chambered revolvers shone in his 
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•waistbelt, and he Bad thrown on the grass by his side an 
American xifLe, beautifully damascened with silver. 

When the Captain left him alone, this man, while in- 
stalling himself before the fire in the most comfortable 
way possible, that is to say, arranging his zarap^ and 
water bottles to serve as a bed, if necessary, had cast a 
furtive glance around, whose expression would, doubtless, 
have supplied the adventurers with serious matter of 
thought had they been able to notice it ; but all were 
busied in getting the bivouac snug, and preparations for 
supper ; and trusting entirely in the loyalty of prairie 
hospitality, they did not at all dream of watching what 
the stranger seated at their fire was about. 

The unknown, after a few moments* reflection, rose 
and walked up to a party of trappers, whose conversation 
seemed very animated, and who were gesticulating with 
that fire natural to southern races. 

" Eh !" one of them said, on noticing the stranger, 
** this senor will set us right with a word." 

The latter, thus directly appealed to, turned toward 
the speaker, 

" What is the matter, caballeros ?" he asked. 

'* Oh, a very simple matter," the adventurer made an- 
swer ; " your horse, a noble and handsome animal, I must 
allow, senor, will not associate with others; it stamps 
its feet and bites at the companions we have given it." 

'' Oh, that is, indeed, simple enough," a second ad- 
venturer remarked, with a grin ; " that horse is a eosteno, 
and too proud to associate with poor tierras d^adentro like 
our horses." 

At this singular reason, all burst into an Homeric 
laugh. The stranger smiled cunningly. 

'' It may be the reason you state, or perhaps some 
other," he said gently ; '* at any tbA.^, \![ist^ \& ^ ^^vj 
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simple way of Bettling the dispiite, which I will em- 
ploy." I 

'* Ah !" the second speaker said, V what is it ?" 

^* This," the stranger replied, with the same air of 
placidity. 

Then, walking np to the horse, which two men had a 
difficulty in holding, he said, — ^' Let go !" 

'* But if we let go, nobody knows what will happen." 

^' Let go ! I answer for all ;" then, addressing his horse, 
— "Lillorhesaid. 

At this name, the horse raised its noble head, and fix- 
ing its sparkling eye on the man who had called it, with 
a sharp and irresistible moyement, it threw off the two 
men who tried to check il^ sent them rolling on the 
grass, to the shouts of their comrades, and rubbed its 
head against its master's chest with a neigh of pleasure. 

^' You see," the stranger said, as he patted the noble 
animalj " it is not difScult." 

" Hum !" the first adventurer who picked himself up 
said, in an angry tone, and rubbing his shoulder ; '* that 
is a demonio to which I would not entrust my skin, old 
and wrinkled as it is at present." 

'' Do not tf ouble yourself any further about the horse, 
I wiU attend to it." 

'< On the faith of Domingo, I have had ^ough, for my 
part ; 'tis a noble brute, but it has a fiend inside it." 

The stranger shrugged his shoulders without replying, 
and returned to the fire, followed by his horse, which 
paced step by step behind him, not evincing llie slightest 
wish to indulge further in those eccentricities which had 
so greatly astonished the adventurers, who are, however, 
all men well versed in the equine art This horse was 
a pure barb of Arab stock, and had probably cost its 
present owner an enormous sum, and its pace seemed 
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strange to men aconstomed to Ameriean hones. Its 
master gave it proyender, hobbled it near him, and tiien 
sat down again by the &ce : at the same instant the 
Captain appeared in the entrance of the tent. 

''I b^ your pardon," he said, with that charming 
courtesy natural to the Hispano- Americans; ''I beg 
yoor pardon, Senor CabaUero, for haying neglected you 
BO long, but an imperatiye duty claimed my presence. 
Now, I am quite at your sendee." 

The stranger bowed. " On the contrary," he replied, 
^' I must ask you to accept my apologies for the oool 
manner in which I ayail myself of your hospitality." 

'' Not a word more on this head, if yon wish not to 
annoy me." 

The Cfi^tain seated himself by his guesf s side. ' 

"We will dine," he said. "I can only offier you 
scanty fare ; but one must put up with it, and I am re- 
duced to tasajo and red beans with pimento." 

" That is delicious, and I should assuredly do honour 
to it if I felt the slightest appetite ; but, at the present 
moment, it would be impossible for me to swallow the 
smallest mouthful." 

" Ah !" the Captain said, looking distrustfully at the 
stranger. 

But he met a faoe so simply calm, a smile so frank, that 
he felt ashamed of his suspicicms, and his face, which had 
grown gloomy, at once regained all its serenity. 

" I am yexed. Still, I will ask permission to dine at 
once ; for, differently from you, CabaUero, I must confess 
to you that I am literally dying of hunger." 

" I should be in despair at causing you the slightest 
delay." 

'\ Domingo^" iiie Captain shouted, "my dinner.'' 

The adyentuier, whom the Btraa^cst?%V<Q;c»^\!Lib.\\:c««l^(i^ 
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SO rongbly, soon came up limping, and carrying his chiefs 
supper in a wooden tray ; a few tortillas he held in his 
hand completed the meal, which was worthy of an an- 
chorite. 

Domingo was an Indian half-bred, with a knowing 
look, angular features, and crafty face : he appeared to 
be about fifty years of age, so far as it is possible to judge 
an Indian's age by his looks. Since his misadventure 
with the horse, Domingo felt a malice for the stranger. 

" Con m permisOy^ the Captain said, as he broke a 
tortilla. 

** I will smoke a cigarette, if that can be called keep- 
ing you company," the stranger said, with his stereo- 
typed smile. 

The other bowed politely, and fell to on his meagre re- 
past with that eagerness which denotes a lengthened ab- 
stinence. We will take advantage of the opportunity to 
draw for the reader a portrait of the chief of the caravan. 

Don Miguel Ortega, for such was the name by which 
he was known to his comrades, was an elegant and hand- 
some young man, not more than six and twenty years 
of age, with a bronzed complexion, delicate features, 
haughty and flashing eyes ; while his tall stature, well- 
shaped limbs, and wide and arched chest, denoted rare 
vigour. Assuredly, through the whole extent of the old 
Spanish colonies, it would have been difficult — if not 
impossible — to meet a more seductive cavalier, whom the 
picturesque Mexican costume became so well, or com- 
bining to the same extent as he did, those external ad- 
vantages which charm women and captivate the popu- 
lace. StiU, for the observer, Don Miguel had too great 
a depth in his eye, too rude a frown, and a smile too 
false and perfidious^ not to conceal, beneath his pleasing 
exterior, an ulcerated soul and evil inBtmcta. 



THE 6U1EST. 17 

A liunter's meal, seasoned by appetite, is never long. 
The present one was promptly disposed of. 

*^ There/' the Captain said, as he wiped his fingers 
with a tuft of grass; "now for a cigarette to help 
digestion, and then I shall have the hononr to wish you 
good night. Of course, yon do not intend to leave us 
hefore daybreak." 

'* I can hardly tell you. That will depend, to some 
extent, on the weather to-night. I am in a considerable 
hurry, and you know, Caballero, that — as our neigh- 
bours, the Gringos, so justly remark — time is money." 

" You know better than I do, Caballero, what you 
have to do. Act as you please ; but, before I retire, 
accept my wishes for a pleasant night's rest, and the 
success of your plans." 

" I thank yofu, CabaUero." 

*' One last word, or rather, one last question before 
separating r" 

"Ask it." 

*^ Of course, if this question appears to you indiscreet, 
you are at perfect liberty not to answer it." 

" It would surprise me, on the part of so accomplished 
a Caballero. Hence, be kind enough to explain your- 
self." 

"My name is Don Miguel Ortega." 

" And mine, Don Stefano Cohecho." 

The Captain bowed. 

"Will you allow me, in my turn," the stranger said, 
" to ask you a question ?" 

" I beg you to do so." 

•' Why this exchange of names ?" 

" Because, on the prairie it is good to b^ tiWk& \ft 
distin^sh ftfefads from foes.'* 
" That 23 trae. And now ?" 
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*' Now I am certain that I do not count you among 
the latter." 

" Quien sale .^" Don Stefano retorted, with a laugh. 
^' There are such strange accidents." 

The two mcD, after exchanging a few more words in 
the most friendly manner, cordially shook hands. Don 
Migael went into the tent, and Don Stefano, after turning 
his feet towards the fire, slept, or pretended to do so. 

An hour later, the deepest silence reigned in the 
camp. The fires only produced a doubtful gleam ; • and 
the sentinels, leaning on their rifies, were themselves 
yielding to that species of vague somnolency, which is 
not quite sleep, but is no longer watching. All at 
once, an owl, probably hidden in a neighbouring tree, 
twice uttered its melancholy hu-hu. 

Don Stefano suddenly opened his eyes, without 
changing his position ; he assured himself, by an in- 
vestigating glance, that all was quiet around him ; then, 
after convincing himself that his machete and revolvers 
bad not left him, he took up his rifle, and in his turn 
imitated the cry of the owl, which was answered by a 
similar whoop. 

The stranger, after arranging his zarap^, so as to 
imitate a human body, whispered a few words to his 
horse while patting it, in order to calm it ; and laying 
himself at full length on the ground, he crawled towards 
one of the outlets from the camp, stopping at intervals 
to look around him. 

All continued to be tranquil. On reaching the foot 
of the breastwork formed by the baggage, he jumped 
up, leapt over the obstacles with a tiger's bound, and 
disappeared in the prairie. At the same instant a man 
rose, sprang over the entrenchment, and ru^ed in 
pursuit of him. 

That man was Domiogo, 
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CHAPTER nr. 

A iriGHT OOKFESEKCE. 

Don Stepano Cohecho seemed to be thoroughly ac- 
qnainted with the desert* So soon as he was on the 
prairie, and fancied himself safe from any enrious eye, 
he raised his head hanghtily, his step grew more confi- 
dent, his eye sparkled with a gloomy fire, and he walked 
with long steps towards a clump of palm trees, whose 
small fans formed but a scanty protection by day against 
liie burning sunbeams. 

Still he neglected no precaution ; at times he stopped 
hurriedly, to Ibten to the slightest suspicious sound, or 
interrogate with searching glance the gloomy depths of 
the forest. But after a few seconds, re-assured by the 
ealm that prevailed around him, he jogged onwards 
with that deliberate step he had adopted on leaving the 
camp* 

Domingo walked literally in his steps ; spying and 
watching each of his movements with that sagacity 
peculiar to the half-breeds, while carefully keeping on 
his guard s^ainst any surprise on the part of the man he 
was following. Domingo was one of those men of 
whom only too many are met with on the firontiers. 
Gifted with great qualities and great vices, equally fit 
for good and evil, capable of accomplishing extraordinary 
things in either sense ; but who, for the most part, are 
only guided by their evil instincts. 

He was at this moment following the stranger, with- 
out exactly knowing the motive that made him do so ; 
not ,even having decided whether to be for or against 
him ; awaiting, to make up his mind, a little better 
knowledge of the state of affairs, and the chance of 
weighing the advantage he should dem^it^TXiNx^'wSwBr^ 
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or the performance of his duty. Hence, he carefully 
avoided letting his presence be suspected, for he guessed 
that the mystery he irished to detect would, if he suc- 
ceeded, offer him great advantages, especially if he knew 
how to work it. 

The two men marched thus for nearly an hour, one 
behind the other, Don Stefano not suspecting for a 
moment that he was so cleverly watched, and that one 
of the most knowing scoundrels on the prairie was at 
his heels. 

After numberless turnings in the tall grass, Don 
Stefano at length arrived at the bank of the Bio Colorado, 
which at this spot was as wide and placid as a lake, 
running over a bed of sand, bordered by thick dumps 
of Cottonwood trees, and tall poplars, whose roots were 
bathed in the water. On reaching the river, the 
stranger stopped, listened for a moment, and, raisingjhis 
fingers to his mouth, imitated the bark of a coyote. 
Almost immediately, the same signal rose in the midst 
of the mangrove trees, and a little birch-bark canoe» 
pulled by two men, appeared on the bank* 

''Eh !" Don Stefano said, in a suppressed voice, ''I 
had given up all hopes of meeting you." 

'* Did you jiot hear our signal ?" <me of the men in 
the canoe answered. 

*' Should I have come without that ? Still, it seems 
to me you could have come nearer to me." 

'* It was not possible." 

The canoe ran on to the sand ; the two men leaped on 
lightly, and in a second joined Don Stefano. Both were 
dressed and armed like prairie hunters. 

*' Hum !" Don Ste£Emo continued ; '' it is a long jour- 
ney from the camp here, and I am afraid that my absence 
-^•tr be noticed." 
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** That k a risk you muBt ion,'' the first 'speaker re- 
marked— e man of tall stature, with a grave and stem 
&ce, whose hair, white as snow, fell in long curls on his 
flhovlderB. 

** W^ as you are here at last, let us come to an un- 
iderstanding ; and;make haste about it, for time is precious. 
What have you done since we parted ?" 

'' Kot much ; we followed you at a distance, that is 
«11, ready to oome to your assistance if needed." 

^'Thanks; no news?'' 
. *' None. Who could have given us any ?** 

*' That 18 true ; and have you not met your friend 
JCarksman??' 

"No." 

^*Cu0rpo de Cristol That is annoying; for, if my 
presentiment do not deceive me, we shall soon have to 
play at knives." 

''WewiUdoso.** 

" I know it, Brighteye. I have long been acquainted 
with your courage ; but you, Euperto your comrade, and 
•mysell^ are only three men, after all." 

« What matter?" 

" What matter ? you say, wfien we shall have to fight 
tfairiy or fiarty hardened hunters ! On my word. Bright- 
eye, you will drive me mad with your notions. You 
doubt about nothing ; but remember, that IMs time we 
hsKTB not to ocmtoid against badly-armed Indians, but 
white men, thorough game for the galleys, who will die 
without yielding an inch, and to whom we must inevi- 
tably snocumb.'' 

"That is true; I did not think of that; they axe 
numerous.*' 

" If we fell, what will become of her ?*' 

^ Good, g»od," the hunter said, with a ahakftCtt \^ 
head. "I repeat to you that 1 diSi uq\. ^2KfliJ&. ^i "^aa^*" 
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^' You see, then, that it is indispensable for us to come 
to an understanding with Marksman and the men he 
may have at his disposal." 

'^ Yes ; but where are you going to find in the desert 
the trail of a man like Marksman ? Who knows where 
be is at this moment ? He may be within gunshot of 
us, or five hundred miles off." ; 

*' It is enough to drive me mad.*' 

*' The fact is, that the position is grave. Are you, at 
least, sure this time that you are not mistaken, but are 
in the right trail ?" 

" I cannot say with certainty, though everything leads 
me to suppose that I am not mistaken. However, I shall 
soon know what I have to depend on." 

'* Besides, it is the same trail we have followed ever 
since leaving Monterey ; the chances are it is they." 

** What do we resolve on ?'* 

" Hang it ! I do not know what to say !" 

" On my word, you are a most heart-breaking fellow ! 
What ! cannot you suggest any way?" 

" I must have a certainty, and then, as you said your- 
self, it would be madness for us thus to try a sudden 
attack." 

" You are right. I will return to the camp ; to-mor- 
row night we will meet again, and I shall be very unlucky 
if this time I do not discover what it is so important for 
us all to know. Bo you, in the meanwhile, ransack the 
prairie in every direction, and, if possible, bring me news 
of Marksman." 

'< The recommendation is unnecessary. I shall not be 
idle." 

Don Stefano seized the old hunter's hand, and pressed 
i^ between hia own, 
^^^Bngbtejre, "he said to him, with conddewJclft en^a- 
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tion, ^* I will not speak of our old friendship, nor of fhe 
services which I have been several times so fortunate 
as to render you ; I will only repeat, and I know it will 
be sufficient for you, that the happiness of my whole life 
depends on the success of our expedition.'' 

" Gk)od, good ; have confidence in me, Don Jos^. I 
am too old to change my Mends ; I do not know who is 
right or wrong in this business ; I wish that justice may 
be on your side ; but that does not affect me. Whatever 
may happen, I will be a good and faithful companion 
to you." 

'* Thanks, my old friend. To-morrow night, then." 
After uttering these few words, Don Stefano, or, at 
least, the man who called himself so, made a move as if 
to withdraw ; but Brighteye stopped him, with a sudden 
gesture. 

" What is the matter ?" the stranger asked. 
The hunter laid a forefinger on his mouth, to recom- 
mend silence, and turned to Ruperto, who had remained 
silent and apathetic during the interview. 
" Coyote,^* he said to him, in a low voice. 
Without replying, Ruperto bounded like a jaguar, and 
disappeared in a clump of cotton- wood trees, which was 
a short distance off. After a few moments, the two men 
who had remained, with their bodies bent forward in 
the attitude of listeners, without uttering a syllable, 
heard a rustling of leaves, a noise of broken branches, 
followed by the fall of a heavy body on the ground, and 
after that nothing. Almost immediately the cry of the 
owl rose in the night air. 

"Ruperto calls us," Brighteye then said, "allisover/* 

'* What has happened ?" Don Stefano aake^d^sakp^^ , 

^'LeBB ilim nothing," the liunteT Tfe^^^>TSl1iiKCE\%^s>c^ 

mgn to follow. 'Ton had a spy at ^OMX>[ife€^v, ^Qoa^SSk^*' 
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'' Bj Jove ! yoa shall tee." 

''Oh, oh! thatiflieiioiifl." 

*^ Lets than you so^ose, as we have him." 

'' In that case, though we must kill the man." 

<« Who lonows ? That will pirobably depend on the 
explanati<m we may have wi& him. At any rate, there 
it no great harm in cmshii^ snch vipers." 

While speaking thns, ' Brighteye and his companion 
had entered the thicket. Domingo, thrown down, and 
tightly garotted by means of Ruperto's reata, was vainly 
stmggliDg to break the bonds that cut into* his flesh. 
BnpertOy with his hands resting on the muzzle of his 
rifle, was listening with a grin, but no other reply, to the 
flood of insults and recriminations which xage drew 
from the half-breed. 

**Dio8 me ampare /" the latter shouted, writhing like 
a viper. '* Verdugo del Demonio I Is this the way to 
behave between gmte de ranon ? Am I a Eedskin, to be 
tied like a plug of tobacco, and have my limbs fettered 
like a calf that is being taken to the shambles ? If ever 
you fall into my hands, accursed dog ! you shall pay for 
the trick you have played me." 

*' Instead of threatening, my good man," Brighteye 
xnterposed, ''it seems to me you would do better by 
£cankly allowing that you are in our power, and acting 
in accordance." 

The bandit sharply turned his head, the only part of 
his person at liberty, toward the hunter. 

**,What right have you to call me good man, and give 
me advice, old trapper of musk-rats ?*' he said to him, 
irritably. ** Are you white men or Indians, to treat 
M Jbnntar thus ?" 
^14 Instead of hearing what did not ooncem you, &enax 
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Domingo, for I believe that is your name," Don Stefano 
said, with a cunning look, ''you had remained quietly 
asleep in your camp, the little annoyance of which you 
complain would not haye occurred." 

" I am bound to recognize the justice of your rea- 
soning," the bandit replied ironically; ''but, hang it! 
what would you have ? I have ever suffered from a 
mania of trying to find out what people sought to hide 
from me." 

The stranger looked at him suspiciously. 

" And have you had the mania long, my good friend ?" 
he asked him. 

"Since my earliest youth," he answered, with ef. 
frontery. 

" Only think of that ! Then you must have learned a 
good many things?" 

" An enormous quantity, worthy sir." 

Don Stefano turned to Brighteye. 

" My friend," he said to him, " just unloosen this man's 
bonds a little. There is much to be gained in his com- 
pany ; I wish to enjoy his conversation for a little while.' ' 

The hunter silently executed the orders he received. 
The bandit uttejred a sigh of satisfEiction at finding him- 
self more at his ease, and sat up. 

" Cuerpo de Cristo /" he exclaimed, with a mocking 
accent. " The position is now, at any rate, bearable. 
We can talk." 

" I think so." 

" My frdth ! yes. I am quite at your service, for any- 
thing you please. Excellency." 

" I will profit by your complaisance." 

"Profit by it! profit by it, ExoelLaufi^? l^ssssi^s^ 
gain in isLYkmg with you." 

^^Bo yon believe so$" 
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" I am convinced of it." 

" Indeed, you may be right ; but tell me, beside that 
noble curiosity, which you so frankly confessed, have you 
not, by accident, a few other defects ?" 

The bandit appeared to reflect conscientiously for two or 
three minutes, and then answered, with an aflFable grin, — 

*'My faith ! no, Excellency. I cannot find any.'* 

" Are you sure of that ?" 

" Hum ! it may be so, yet I do not believe it." 

" Come, you see, you are not sure." 

" That is indeed true !" the bandit exclaimed, with 
pretended candour. " As you know. Excellency, human 
nature is so imperfect." 

Don Stefano gave a nod of assent. 

" If I were to help you," he said, '* perhaps — " 

*' "We might find it out. Excellency," Domingo quickly 
interrupted him. " Well, help me, help me, I ask for 
nothing better.'* 

**Hum! for instance — but notice that I affirm no- 
thing ; I suppose, that is all." 

*' Carai! I am well aware of it. Go on, Excellency, 
do not trouble yourself.'* 

" Then, I say — ^have you not a certain weakness for 
money ?" 

" For gold, especially." 

*' That is what I meant to say." 

" The fact is, gold is very tempting. Excellency." 

'* I do not wish to regard it as a crime, my friend, I 
only mention it ; besides, that passion is so natural—*' 

'* Is it not?" 

'* That you must be affected by it." 

"Well, I confess, Excellency, that you have guessed 
jt " 
^^Zook yon 1 1 was sure of it." 
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"Yes, money gained honestly." 

"Of course ! Thus, for instance, suppose any one 
offered you a thousand piastres to discover the secret 
of Don Miguel Ortega's palanquin?" 

" Hang it !" the bandit said, fixing a sharp glance on 
the stranger, who, for his part, examined him attentively. 

"And if that somebody," Don Stefano went on, 
" gave you in addition, as earnest penny, a ring like 
this ?" While saying this, he made a magnificent dia- 
mond ring flash in the bandit's eyes. 

"I would accept," the latter said, with a greedy 
accent, " even if I were compelled, in order to discover 
that secret, to imperil the share I hope for in Paradise." 

Don Stefano turned to Brighteye. '* Unfasten this 
man," he said, coldly, " we understand each other," 

On feeling himself free, the half-breed gave a bound 
of joy. " The ring !" he said. 

" There it is," Don Stefano said, as he handed it to 
him ; '* all is arranged." 

Domingo laid his right-hand thumb across the left, 
and raised his head proudly. " On the Holy Cross of 
the Bedeemer," he said, in a clear and impressive voice, 
"I swear to employ all my efforts in discovering the 
secret Don Miguel hides so jealously ; I swear never to 
betray the Caballero with whom I am treating at this 
moment : this oath I take in the presence of these three 
Caballeros, pledging myself, if I break it, to endure any 
punishment, even death, which it may please these three 
Caballeros to inflict on me." 

The oath taken by Domingo is the most terrible a 
Spanish American can offer ; there is not a single in« 
stance of it ever having been broken* IQ^'Ok %\fi$ss;^^ 
bowed, ccmyinced of the \>andi\i« ^^^tl\:^* 
; At tiiis moment, aeyeral b\io\a, feWior^^^ \s^ VsccSjS^s 
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yells; were heard at a i^ort distance ofL Brighteye 
started. ''Don Joe^/' he said to the stranger, as he 
laid his hands on his shoulder, '' Heaven fayonrs ilb. 
Betum to the camp ; to-morrow night I shall probably 
have some news for you." 
. "But those shots?'* 

" Do not trouble yourself about them, but return to 
the camp, I tell you, and let me act.'' 

"Well, as you wish it, I will retire." 

"TiU to-morrow?" 

" To-morrow." 

''And I?" Domingo said. '' Caramba, comrades, if 
you are going to play at kniyes, can you not take me 
with you ?" 

The old hunter looked at him attentively. " Eh !" 
he said, at the expiration of a moment, ''your idea is 
not a bad one ; you can come if you desire it." 

"That is capital, for it is a pretext ready made to 
explain my absence." 

Don Stefano smiled, and after r^oiinding Brighteye 
once again of their meeting for the following night, he 
left the thicket, and proceeded toward the camp. The 
two hunters and the half-breed were left alone. 



CHAPTEB IT. 

Iin)IANS AJSTD HTTimSBS. 

As we have already said, at the spot where the three 
hunters were standing, the Bio Colorado formed a wide 
sheet, whose silvery waters wound through a superb and 
picturesque country. At times, on dither bank, &e 
ground rosaalmoBt suddenly into bold mountains o 
9=*3»adappearanee; at other places, the riveac tmttiwro^ 



UnOIAlf S AJSTD HUHTEBS. 29 

freak and laughing prairies, coreied with Inxoriant 
vegetation, or gracefol and undulating YBllejs, in which 
grew trees of every description. 

It was in one of these valleys that Brighteye's canoe 
had heen pulled in. Sheltered on all sides hy lofty 
forests, which begirt them with a dense curtain of 
verdure, the hunters would have escaped, even during 
the day, from the investigations of curious or indiscreet 
persons, who might have attempted to surprise them at 
this advanced hour of the night, by the flickering rays 
of the moon which only reached them after being fol- 
lowed through the leafy dome that covered them : they 
could consider themselves as being perfectly secure. 

Eeassured by the strength of his position, Brighteye, 
so soon as Bon Stefano had left him, formed his plan of 
action with that lucidity which can only be obtained 
from a lengthened knowledge of the desert. 

" Comrade," he said to the half-breed, '* do you know 
the desert?" 

'* Not so well as you, certainly, old hunter," the latter 
answered, modestly, *' but well enough to be of good 
service to you in the expedition you wish to attempt.'* 

" I like that way of answering, for it shows a desire 
of doing well. Listen to me attentively; the colour of 
my hair, and the wrinkles that furrow my forehead, tell 
you sufficiently that I must possess a certain amount of 
experience ; my whole life has been spent in the woods ; 
there is not a blade of grass I do not know, a sound 
which I cannot explain, a footstep which I cannot dis- 
cover, A few moments back, several shots were fired 
not for ficom us, followed by the Indian war-yeU ; among 
those shots I am certain I recognized th& i\&^ ^1 ^i^kssssl 
for whom I ftel the warmest fri.eii^aSbLV5 \ >3cl^\» tsi'kd.Ss^^sn. 
doDger at ibis moment — he ib &g)QL^^ \Xx!^ k^^d^^i ^^ 
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liave suxpxia^ and ditaoked him during sleep. The 
Qumber of ahoU leads me to suppose that my friend has 
only two companions with him ; if we do not go to his 
h^lp, he is lost, for his adversaries are numerous ; the 
thing I am about to attempt is almost desperate ; we 
have every chance against us, so reflect before replying. 
Are you still resolved to accompany Ruperto and myself ; 
in a word, risk your scalp in our company ?" 

** Bah !" the bandit said, carelessly, " a man can only 
die once ; perhaps I shall never again have so fine an 
opportunity of dying honestly. Dispose of me, old 
trapper — I am yours, body and soul.'' 

"Good; I expected that answer; still, it was my 
duty to warn you of the danger that threatened you : 
now, no more talking, but let us act, for time presses, and 
every minute we waste is an age for the man we wish to 
save. Walk in my mocassins; keep your eye and ear 
on the watch ; above all, be prudent, and do nothing 
without orders." 

After having carefully inspected the cap on his rifle, 
a precaution imitated by his two companions, Brighteye 
looked round him for a few seconds, then, with that 
hunter's instinct which in them is almost second sight, 
he advanced with a rapid though silent step in the di- 
rection of the fighting, while making the men a sign to 
follow him. 

It is impossible to form an idea, even a distant one, 
of what a night march is on the prairie, on foot, through 
the shrubs, the trees which have grown together, the 
creepers that twine in every direction. Walking on a 
shifting soil, composed of detritus of every nature ac- 
cumulated during centuries, at one place forming mounds 
several feet high, surrounded by deep ditches, not only 
Xr j'i dMcult to fnd a path through! this mex\,m«3o\^ 
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confiisioDy when walking quietly onward, with no fear 
of betraying one's presence, but this becomes almost 
impossible when you have to open a passage silently, not 
letting a branch spring back, or a leaf rustle ; for that 
sound, though almost imperceptible, would be enough to 
place the enemy you wish to surprise on his guard. 

A long residence in the desert can alone enable a man 
to acquire the necessary skill to carry out this rude task 
successfully. This skill Erighteye possessed in the 
highest degree ; he seemed to guess the obstacles which 
rose at each step before him — obstacles the slightest of 
which, under such circumstances, would have made the 
most resolute man recoil, through his conviction of it 
being an impossibility to surmount them. 

The two other hunters had only to follow the track 
so cleverly and laboriously made by their guide. For- 
tunately, the adventurers were only a short distance 
from the men they were going to help ; had it been 
otherwise, they would have needed nearly the whole 
night to join them. Had Brighteye wished it, he could 
have skirted the forest and walked in the long grass — a 
road incomparably more easy, and especially less fa- 
tiguing ; but, with his usual correctness of conception, 
the hunter understood that the direction he took was 
the only one which would permit him to go straight to 
the scene of action without being discovered by the In- 
dians, who, in spite of all their sagacity, would never 
suspect that a man would dare to attempt such a route. 

After a walk of about twenty minutes, Brighteye 
stopped — the hunters had arrived. On lightly moving 
the bn^ches and brambles aside, they witnessed the fol- 
lowing scene. 

Before tbep, and scarce ten. i^a*ae% q^^ ^^& ^ ^^*«f^5s%- 
In the centre of that clearing ttite^ &t^%^^\^\sva.\sc£y^^ 
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and were surrounded hj Apache warriors, smoking 
gravely, while their horses, £sistened to picqaets, were 
nibbling the yonng tree shoots. 

Marksman was standing motionless near the chiefs, 
leaning on his rifle, and exchanging a few words with 
them at intervals. Brighteye tcnderstood nothing of 
what he saw ; all these men seemed on the best terms 
with the hunter, who, for his part, did not display 
the lightest uneasiness, either by his gestures or his 



We have said that, after the Indians*^ sudden attack, 
Marksman advanced towards them, waving a buffalo 
robe in sign of peace. The Indians stopped, with that 
courteous deference which they display in all their re- 
lations, in order to listen to the hunter's explanations. 
A chief even stepped towards him, politely inviting him 
to say what he wanted. 

**Myred brother does not know me! Then, is it 
necessary that I should tell him my name, that he may 
know with whom he is speaking?" Marksman said, 
angrily, 

" That is useless. I know that my brother is a great 
white warrior. My ears are open; I await the ex- 
planation he will be good enough to give me." 

The hunter shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. 

" Have the Apaches become cowardly or plundering 
coyotes, setting out in flocks to hunt on the prairies ? 
Why have they attacked me ?'* 

" My brother knows it." 

'' No, as I ask it. The Antelope Apaches had a chief 
— a great warrior — named Eed Wolf. That chief was 
my friend. I had made a treaty with him. But Eed 
^ji2/i^ donhlHesAj, dead; his scalp adorns the lodge of 
uob^ aa the young men of Hb tribe \ia^e ^waa 
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toattaokmeytreacheroTiBlj, andagainrt the sworn peaoe^ 
during my sleep/' 

The Chief fix)wned, and drew himself up. 

'' The Paleface, like all his countrymen, has a viper's 
toDgue," he said, rudely ; " a skin coyers his heart, and 
the words his chest e^ales are so many perfidies. Bed 
Wolf is not dead ; his scalp does not adorn the lodge of 
a Comanche dog ; he is still the first chief of the An« 
telope Apaches. The hunter knows it well, since he is 
speaking to him at this moment" 

^I am glad that my brother has made himself 
known," the hunter replied, '^for I should not have re- 
cognized him from his way of acting. "* 

"Yes, there is a traitor between us," the Chief said, 
drily ; " but tiiat traitor is a Paleface, and not an In- 
dian!" 

'' I wait till my brother explains himself. I do not 
understand him ; a mist has spread over my eyes — ^my 
mind is veiled. The words of the Chief, I have no 
doubt, will dissipate this cloud." 

** I hope so ! Let the hunter answer with an honest 
tongue, and no deceit. His voice is a music which for 
a long time soxmded pleasantly in my ears, and rejoiced 
my heart. I should be glad if his explanation restored 
me the fiiend whom I fancied I had lost." 

'' Let my brother speak. I will answer his questions." 

At a sign from Bed Wolf, the Apaches had kindled 
several fires, and formed a temporary camp. In spite 
of all his devemess, doubt had entered the heart of the 
Apache chief, and he wished to prove to ihe white 
hunter, whom he feared, that he was acting frankly, 
and entertained no ill design against him. The Ai^a- 
ches, seeing the good undetstandin^ \!S[Ud.Vi v^^«x5sq2^ 
prevailed bttweea their Bacheia anflk \Jcift V\fli\&x^\ia^ 
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hastened to execute the order they received. All traces 
of the contest disappeared in a moment, and the clear- 
ing offered the appearance of a hivouac of peaceful 
hunters receiving the visit of a friend. 

Marksman smiled internally at the success of his plan, 
and the way in which he managed, hy a few words, to 
give quite a different turn to the position of affairs. 
Still he was not without anxiety ahout the explanation 
the Chief was going to ask of him. He felt he was in 
a wasps' nest, from which he did not know how he 
should contrive to emerge, without some providential 
accident. Bedskin invited the hunter to take a seat by 
his side at the fire, which he declined, however, not 
being at all certain how matters would end, and wishing 
to retain a chance of escape in the event of the explana- 
tion becoming stormy. 

"Is the pale hunter ready to reply?" Eed "Wolf 
asked him. 

" I am awaiting my brother's good pleasure." 

" Good ! Let my brother open his ears, then. A 
Chief is about to speak.*' 

*' I am listening." 

" Red Wolf is a renowned Chief. His name is cared 
by the Comanches, who fly before him like timid squaws. 
One day, at the head of his young men, Eed Wolf 
entered an altopelt (village) of the Comanches. The 
Buffalo Comanches were hunting on the prairies ; their 
warriors and young men were absent. Eed Wolf 
burned the cabins, and carried off the women prisoners. 
Is that true ?" 

" It is true." 

" Among the women was one for whom the heart of 

the Apache chief spoke. That woman was the Cohuatl 

of the sachem of the Buffalo Comanches. "Bfe^^^VLV'b^ 
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her to his hut and treated her not as a prisoner, but as 
a well-beloved sister." 

" What did the pale hunter ?'* 

The Chief broke off and looked steadily at Marksman ; 
but the latter did not move a feature. 

'* I wait till my brother answers me, in order to know 
with what he reproaches me," he said. 

Bed Wolf continued, with a certain degree of anima- 
tion in his voice, — 

"The pale hunter, abusing the friendship of the 
Chief, introduced himself into his village, under the 
pretext of visiting his red brother. As he was known 
and beloved by all, he traversed the village as he 
pleased, sauntered. about everywhere, and when he had 
discovered Eglantine, he carried her off during a dark 
night, like a traitor and a coward." 

At this insult, the hunter pressed the barrel of his 
rifle with a convulsive movement ; but he immediately 
recovered his coolness. 

" The Chief is a great warrior," he said, *' he speaks 
well. The words reach his lips with an abundance that 
is charming. Unfortunately, he lets himself be led 
astray by passion, and does not describe matters as they 
occurred." 

"Wah!" the Chief exclaimed, ''Bed Wolf is an 
impostor, and his lying tongue ought to be thrown to 
Ihe dogs." 

"I have listened patiently to the Chief's words, it is 
his turn to hear mine.'! 

'* Good ! Let my brother speak," 

At this moment, a whistle, no louder than a sigh, 
was audible. The Indians paid no attention, t^ \^^\y^ 
the hunter quivered, his eye flashed, asA. oi wcsii^^ ^^vj^ 
Toand the comer ofhia lips. 
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''I viU be brief/* he said. ''It is iarae tiiat I in* 
trodoced myself into my brother's Tillage, bnt firankly 
and loyally to ask of him, in the name of Mahchsi- 
IjBrehde, ^be great sachem of the Buffalo Comanohes, 
his wife, whom Eed Wolf had carried off. I offsred 
for her a rich ransom, composed of fonr gnns, six hides 
of she-boffalos, and two necMaces of grizzly bears' 
claws. I acted thns, in the intention of preyenldng a 
war between the Buffalo Comanches and the Antelope 
Apaches. My brother, Bed Wolf, instead of accepting 
my Mendly proposals, despised them. I then warned 
him, that, by wiU or force. Flying Eagle would recorer 
his wife, treacherously carried off from his village while 
he was absent. Then I withdrew. What reproach 
can my brother address to me ? Under what circum- 
stances did I behave badly to him ? Flying Eagle has 
got back his wife ; he has acted well — ^he was in the 
right. Eed Wolf has nothing to say to that. Under 
similar circumstances, he would have done the same. 
I have spoken. Let my brother answer if his heart 
proves to him that I was wrong." 

"Gk>odl" the Chief answered. "My brother was 
here with Eglantine a few minutes ago ; he will teU me 
where she is hidden, Eed Wolf will capture her again, 
and there will no longer be a cloud between Eed Wolf 
and his friend." 

" The Chief will forget that woman who does not 
love him and who cannot be his. That will be better, 
especially as Flying Eagle vrill- never c(msent to give 
her up." 

" Eed Wolf has warriors to support his words," the 
Indian said, proudly, ** Flying Eagle is alone ; how 
Tfyyj he oppose the will of the sachem ?" 
MarJtsman smiled^ 



^' Eljing Eagle has numerous &iends^" he said, ^' he 
is at this moment sheltered in the camp of the Pale- 
faces, whose fires Bed Wolf can see firom here, glistening 
in the darkness. Let my lnK>tliar listen. I beUeve I 
hear the sound of footsteps in the forest.'' 

The Indian rose with agitation. 

At this moment three men entered the clearing. 
They were Brighteye, Buperto, and Domingo. 

At the sight of them, the Apaches, who were tho- 
roughly acquainted with them, rose tumultuouidy and 
littered a cry of astonishment; almost of terror, while 
sdzing their weapons. The three hunt^s continued 
to advance calmly, not caring to trouble themselYeB 
about these almost hostile demonstrations. 

We will explain in a few words the appearance of the 
hunters and their interference, which was probably about 
to change the aspect of afEairs. 



CHAPTER V. 

MUTUAL EXPLANATIONS. 

BaiGHTXTB and his two companions, owing to the 
position they occupied, not only saw all that occurred 
in the clearing, but also heard, without losing a word, 
the conversation between Marksman and Bed Wolf. 

Per many long years the two Canadian hunters had 
been on intimate terms. Many times had they under- 
taken together some of those daring expeditions which 
the woodrangers frequently carry out against the Indiana* 
These two men had no secrets from each other ; all was 
in comnum betw^^^ them — ^hatred as well as friendship. 

Brighteye was thoroughly acquainted wit^ ^]:^& ^«&l^ 
to which Marksman alluded, and, \ia^BftV»«««^aa^'ss«*^*^> 
we Bball leant prfieently, pteirentefli YAm» Yia ^ wi^^'^bk?^'^ 
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probably aided his friend in rescuing Eglantine from Bed 
Wolf, Still, one point remained obscure on his mind ; 
that was the presence of Marksman in the middle of 
the Indians, the quarrel which had begun in shouts and 
yells, and had now apparently terminated with an 
amicable conversation. 

By what strange concourse of events was it that 
Marksman, the man best acquainted with Indian tricks, 
whose reputation for skill and courage was universal 
among the hunters and trappers of the Western Prairies, 
now found himself in an equivocal position, in the midst 
of thirty or forty Apaches, the most scoundrelly 
treacherous and ferocious of all the Indians who wander 
about the desert ? This it was that the worthy hunter 
could not explain, and which rendered him so thoughtful. 
At the risk of whatever might happen, he resolved to 
reveal his presence to his friend by means of a signal 
arranged between them long ago, in order to warn him 
that, in case of need, a friend was watching over him. 
It was then that he gave the whistle, at the sound of 
which we saw the hunter start. But this signal had a 
result which Brighteye was far from expecting. The 
branches of the tree, against the trunk of which the 
Canadian was leaning, parted, and a man, hanging by 
his arms, fell suddenly to the ground a couple of yards 
from him, but so lightly, that his fall did not produce 
the slightest sound. 

At the first glance, Brighteye recognized the man 
who seemed thus to fall from the sky. Owing to his 
self-command, he displayed none of the amazement this 
unforeseen appe£irance produced in him. The hunter 
rested the butt of his rifle on the ground, and addressed 
jO^lBdian politely. 
wBZai Js a etrange idea of yours, C\ikV'\v6m^, 
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with a smile, " to go promenadiDg on \he trees at this 
hour of the night." 

" Flying Eagle is watching the Apaches," the Indian 
answered, with a guttural accent. "Did not my 
brother expect to see me ?" 

" In the prairie we must expect everything, Chief. 
Still, I confess that few meetings would be so agreeable 
to me as yours, especially at this moment." 

" My brother is on the trail of the Antelopes ?" 

'^ I declare to you, Chief, that an hour ago I did not 
expect I was so near them. Had I not heard your 
shots, it is probable that at this moment I should be 
quietly asleep in my bivouac." 

*' Yes, my brother heard the rifle of a friend sing, 
and he has come." 

'* You have guessed rightly, Chief. But now tell me 
all about it, for I know nothing." 

" Has not my pale brother heard Red Wolf ?" 

" Of course ; but is there nothing else ?" 

"I^othing. Flying Eagle rescued his wife; the 
Apaches pursued him, like cowardly coyotes, and this 
night surprised him at his Are." 

" Very good. Is Eglantine in safety ?" 

'' Eglantine is a Comanche woman ; she knows not 
fear." 

" I am aware of that — she is a good creature ; but 
that is not the question at this moment. What do you 
purpose doing ?" 

" Wait for a favourable moment, then utter my war- 
yell, and fall on these dogs." 

"Hum! your project is rather quick. If you will 
allow me, I will make a slight change " 

" Wisdom gpeaks by the mo\it\i oi Wift ^^^ Vosis^- 
Flying Eagle ia young : he Ynil obe^"* 
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<' Good ; the «Qore so, beoause I fihall only act for 
your welfare. But now let me listen, for the conversa- 
tion seems to me to be taking a torn extremely interest- 
ing for us." 

The Indian bowed, but made no reply, while Bright- 
eye bent forward, better to hear what was said. After 
a few minutes the hunter probably considered that it 
was time for him to inter£sre, for he turned to the Chief 
and whieq[>ered in his ear, as he had done during the 
whole of the previous conversation — " Let my brother 
leave this afiGEiir to me ; his presence would be more in- 
jurious than useful to us. We cannot attempt to fight 
80 large a number of enemies, so prudence demands that 
^e should have recourse to stratagem." 

" The Apaches are dogs," the Comanche muttered^ 
angrily. 

'' I am of your opinion ; but, for the present, let us 
feign not to consider them such. Believe me, we shall 
soon take our revenge ; besides, the advantage will be 
on our side, as we are cheating them." 

Flying Eagle let his head drop. 

** Will the Chief promise me not to make a move with- 
out a signal from me ?" the hunter said, earnestly. 

'^ Flying Eagle is a sachem. He has said that he 
will obey Greyhead." 

*' Good. Now look, you will not have long to wait." 

After muttering these words, with that mocking ac- 
cent peculiar to him, the old hunter resolutely thrust 
the brambles on one side, and walked firmly into the 
clearing, followed by his two companions. We have 
already described the emotion produced by this unfore- 
seen arrival. 

"Flying Eagla returned to his ambush up the tree, 
jStam which he had only come down to speak. Vi^^<^ 
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hunter, and giTO him the infinmatuHi he xeqnirML 
EnghteyeiBtopped by Matkham's side. 

^'Eriend," he then said, in Spaniah, a langnage which 
most of the Indians nndentand, ''your order is eze- 
ented. flying Eagle and his wife are at this moment 
in the camp of the Gambnsinos." 

** Good," Marksman answered, ^*»^^^^g his mgmning 
at once ; ** who are the two men who accon^any yon?" 

'^Two hunters the Chief of the Gachiq^inoa sent to 
acGompsay me, in ^te of my assniances that yon weiie 
among fiiends. He will soon azziye himself at the head 
of thirty horsemen." 

« Betom to him, and tell him that he has no longer 
any occasion to trouble himself; or, stay, I will go 
myself to prevent any misunderstanding." 

These woids^ spoken without any emphasis, and 
naturally, by a man whom each of the Indians present 
had been frequently in a position to appreciate, produced 
on them an effect impossible to describe. 

We have already mentioned several times, in our dif- 
ferent works, that the Bedskins unite the greatest pru- 
dence with the maddest temerity, and never attempt 
any enterprise without calculating beforehand all the 
chances of success it may offer. So soon as those chances 
disappear, to make room far probable ill results, they 
are not ashamed to recoil, far the very simple reason 
that with them honour, as we understand it in Europe, 
only holds a secondary place, and success alone is re- 
garded. 

Bed Wolf was assuredly a brave man; he had ^ven 
innumerable proolGi of that in many a combat ; still, he 
did not hesitate, in behalf of the general ^^^Sais^^Vi^ 
saerifice his jeciet denies, and in. Asiixiig w^^ «&^^\s^>* 
Mere, be gave a grand proof of ihaifsmc;^:^ fe^D2a%^*®^ 
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" His friends, the Palefaces, are encamped not fer 
from here ?" the Chief remarked. 

" Yes," Brighteye replied, " at the most from four to 
five bowshots in a westerly direction." 

*' "Wah ! I am vexed at it," the Indian said, " for I 
would have accompanied my brother to their camp.'' 

" And what prevents your coming with us ?" the old 
hunter said, distinctly. "Would you fear an ill re- 
ception by chance ?" 

" Och ! who would dare not to receive Red Wolf ^th 
the respect due to him ?" the Apache said, haughtily. 

" "No one, assuredly." 

Eed Wolf leaned over to a subaltern chief, and whis- 
pered a few words in his ear ; the man rose, and left 
the clearing. The hunters saw this movement with 
anxiety, and exchanged a glance, which said, " Let us 
keep on our guard." They also fell back a few paces, 
as if accidentally, and drew nearer together, in order to 
be ready at the first suspicious sign ; for they knew the 
perfidy of the men among whom they were, and ex- 
pected anything from them. The Indian sent off by the 
Chief re-entered the clearing at this moment. He had 
been absent hardly ten minutes. 

"Well?" Red Wolf asked him. 

" It is true," the Indian answered, laconically. 

The sachem's face was overclouded ; he felt certain 
then that Brighteye had not deceived him ; for the man 
he had sent out of the camp had been ordered by him 
to assure himself whether the fires of a party of white 
men could be really seen a short distance off; his emis- 
sary's reply proved to him that no treachery could be 
possible, that he must continue to fei^ Idsi^ i^^^cis^^^ 
and separate on proper terms itOTa. >3!cl<^ \xQVi^<a»w«i^^ 
guests, whom be would have ^e^ wi xq».^'^ 
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of in a yery different mann^. At his order the horses 
were unhobbled, and the warriors mounted. 

*' Baj is approaching/' he said ; '^ the moon has again 
entered the great mountain. I am about to start with 
my young men. May the Wacondah protect my pale 
brothers !" 

*^ Thank yon, Chief^" Marksman answered. '' But 
will you not come with us ?" 

** We are not following the same path," the Chief re- 
plied drily, as he let his horse go. 

\' That is probable, accursed dog !" Brighteye growled 
between his teeth. 

The whole band started at foil speed, and disappeared 
in the gloom. Soon the sound of their horses' hoofs 
could no longer be heard, as they became mingled in 
the distance with tiioae thousand sounds, coming from 
no apparent cause, which incessantly trouble the ma- 
jestic silence of the desert. 

The hunters were alone. like the Augurs of ancient 
Bome, who could not look at each other without laugh- 
ing, little was needed for the himters to burst into a 
loud burst of delight after the hurried departure of the 
Apaches. At a signal from Marksman, Plying Eagle 
and Eglantine came to join the woodrangers, who had 
already seated themselves unceremoniously at the fire 
of which they had so cleverly dispossessed their ene- 
mies. 

" Hum !" Brighteye said, as he charged his pipe, '' I 
shall laugh for a long time at this trick ; it is almost as 
good as the one I played the Pawnees in 1827> on the 
Upper Arkansas. I was very young at that time ; I 
had been traversing the prairie for only a few years, 
^ad was not, aa I now am, accustomed to Indian devil- 
««y/ Jjiemember that '' 
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"By what accident did 1 meet yoaheie, Brighteye ?" 
his Mend asked, hastily interrupting him. ' 

Marksman knew that so soon as Brighteye began a 
story, no power on earth wonld stop him. The w(M*thy 
man, daring the course of a long and varied career, had 
seen and done so many extraordinary things, that the 
slightest event which occurred to him, or of which he 
was merely a witness, immediately became an excuse for 
one of his interminable stories. His Mends, Vho knew 
his weakness, felt no hesitation about interrupting him ; 
still we must do Brighteye the justice of saying that he 
was never angry with his disturbers ; for t^i minutes 
later he would begin another story, which they as mer- 
cilessly interrupted in a similar way. 

To Marksman's question, he replied, — "We will talk, 
and I will tell you that." Then, turning to Domingo^ 
he said, — "My Mend, I thank you for the assistance 
you have given us. Betum to the camp, and do not 
forget your promise. Above all, do not omit to narrate 
all you have seen, to— you know who !" 

" That is agreed, old hunter. Don't be uneasy. Good-* 
bye." 

''Here's luck." 

Domingo threw his rifle over his shoulder, lit his pipe, 
and walked in the direction of ike camp, wh^« he ar- 
rived an hour later. 

"There," Marksman said, "now I believe nothing 
will prevent your going ahead." 

"Yes; one thing, my Mend." 

"What is it?" 

" The night is nearly spent ; it has been fatiguing to 
everybody. I presume that two or thi«» V^ssvojS ^d^s^K3^ 
are neceasaiy, if not indispenBoXAfi, W5^^^SJS^:^ ^s^^^ «sa 
in no hurry.'* 
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'' Tell me only one thing first, and then I will let you 
sleep as long as you please." 
''What is it?" 

" How you happened so fortunately to come to my aid." 
*' Confound it ! That is exactly what I was afraid of. 
Your question ohliges me to enter into details far too 
long for me to be able to satisfy you at this moment." 

" The truth is, my friend, that, in spite of the lively 
desire I feel to spend a few days with you, I am com- 
pelled to leave you at sunrise." 

*' iN'onsense ! It is not possible." 
. "It is, indeed." 
" But what is your hurry ?" 

" I have engaged myself as scout with a caravan, which 
I have given the meeting at two o'clock to-morrow after- 
noon, at the Del Eubio ford. That appointment has 
been made for the last two months. You know that an 
engagement is sacred with us hunters, and you would 
not like to make me break my word !" 

"N"ot for the hides of all the buffalos killed every year 
on the prairie. Towards what part of the Par West will 
you guide these men ?" 

" I shall know that to-morrow." 
*' And with what sort of people have you to do ? Are 
they Spaniards, or Gringos ?" 

" On my word, I fancy they are Mexicans. Their 
chiefs name, I think, is Don Miguel Ortega, or some- 
thing like it." 

" HaUo !" Brighteye exclaimed, with a start of sur- 
prise ; " what's that you said ?" 

"Don Miguel Ortega. I may be mistaken, but I 
hardly think so." 

"That is strange," the old hunter said, as if speaking 
'^ himself. 
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** I do not see anything strange in it ; the name ap- 
pears to me common enough." 

" To you, possibly. And you have made an agree- 
ment with him ?" 

" Signed and sealed." 

"As scout?" 

'* Yes, I say, a thousand times." 

** Well, comfort yourself. Marksman ; we have many 
a long day to spend together." 

"Do you belong to his party ?" 

"Heaven forbid!" 

"Then, I don*t understand anything." 

Brighteye seemed to be reflecting seriously for a few 
moments ; then he turned to his friend, and said, — 

" Listen to me. Marksman ! So surely as you are my 
oldest friend, I do not wish to see you going to the deuce 
your own road. I must give you certain information, 
which will be indispensable to you in doing your duty 
properly. I see that we shall not sleep this night, so 
listen to me attentively. What you are about to hear 
is worth the trouble." 

Marksman, startled by the old hunter's solemn accent, 
looked at him anxiously. " Speak !" he said to him. 

Brighteye collected his thoughts for a moment, and 
then took the word, beginning a long history, to which 
his audience listened with a degree of interest and atten- 
tion which increased with every moment ; for never, till 
that day, had they heard the narrative of events so 
strange and extraordinary. 

The sun had risen for a long time, but the hunter was 
still talking. 
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CHAPTEE VL 

A DABK HISTOBY* 

Fkeed from all the observations, more or less pertinent, 
with which it pleased the prolix hunter to embellish it, 
the following is the remarkable story the Canadian told 
his heaMMj. This narratiye is so closely connected with 
our stor^^'that we are compelled to repeat it in all its 
details : — • 

"Few cities offer a more enchanting appearance than 
Mexico. The ancient capital of the Aztecs lies stretched 
out, slothful and idle as a Creole maid, half yeiled by. 
the thick curtain of lofty willows which border at a dis- 
tance the canals and roads. Built at exactly equal dis- 
tance from two oceans, at about 7,500 feet above their 
level, or at the same height as the hospice of St. Bemardy 
this city, however, enjoys a delicious tempered climate, 
between two magnificent mountains — Popocatepetl, or 
the burning mountain, and Intaczehuatl, or the white 
woman — ^whose rugged peaks, covered with eternal snows, 
are lost in the clouds. The stranger who arrives before 
Mexico at sunset, by the eastern road — one of the four 
great ways that lead to the City of the Aztecs, and the 
only one now remaining isolated in the middle of the 
waters of Lake Tezcuco, on which it is built — expe- 
riences, at the first sight of this city, a strange emotion, 
for which he cannot account. The Moorish architecture 
of the edifices ; the houses painted of bright colours ; 
the numberless domes of churches and convents which 
rise above the azoteas, and cover — if we may use the 
expression — the entire capital with their vast yellow, 
bJue, and red parasoh, gilded by the parching rays of 
^^^^"cliQiDg Bun; the warm and petium^^L e^eum^ 
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breeze which comes sporting through the leaf-Ixiden. 
branches ; all this combines to give Mexico a perfectly 
Eastern air, which astonishes and seduces at the same 
time. Mexico, entirely burnt down by Fernando Cortez, 
was rebuilt by that conqueror after the original plan ; 
all the streets intersect at right anglts, and lead to the 
Plaza Mayor by five principal arteries. 

'^ All Spanish towns in the New World hsr^ fliis in 
common — ^that^ in all, the Plaza Mayor is bniT^ofter the 
same plan. Thus, at Mexico, on one side are the Cathe- 
dral and the Sagrario ; on the second, the Palace of the 
President of the Eepublic, containing the ministerial 
offices — ^four in number, barracks, a prison, &c. ; on the 
third side is the Ayuntamiento ; while the fourth is 
occupied by two bazaars — ^the Parian, and the Portal de 
los FJores. '* 

" On July 10, 1854, at ten of the night, after a torrid 
heat, which compelled the inhabitants to shut themselves 
up in their houses the whole day through, the breeze 
rose and refreshed the air, and eyerybody, mounted£on 
the flower-covered azoteas, which make them resemble 
hanging gardens, hastened to enjoy that serene placidity 
of American evenings, which seems to rain stars from 
the azure sky. The streets and square were thronged 
with promenaders ; there was an inextricable throng of 
foot passengers, horsemen, men, women, Indians and 
their squaws, where the rags, silk and gold were ar- 
ranged in the quaintest manner, in the midst of cries, 
jests, and merry bursts of laughter. In a word, Mexico, 
like the enchanted city of the Arabian I^ights, seemed 
to have been aroused by the bell of Oracion from a cen- 
tennial sleep— such joy did all faces display, and so happy 
did all seem to inhale the fresh, air. 
'^At this moment, a non-comxxAssvoiife^ ^S5kSi.^>^^^ 
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ooold be easily recognised as such by the vine stick he 
held in his hand, turned out of the Calle San Francisco, 
and mingled with the crowd that thronged the Plaza 
Mayor, giving himself all the airs peculiar to soldiers in 
aU parts of the world. He was a young man, of elegant 
fdatures, haughty glance, and his slight moustache was 
coquettishly turned up. After walkinground the square 
two or three times, ogling maidens and elbowing the 
men, he approached, with the same careless air he had 
displayed from the beginning, a shop built against one 
of the portales, in which an old man with a ferret-faoe 
and cunning look was shutting up in the drawers of a 
poor tables-stained with a countless number of ink spots, 
paper, pens, sand, and envelopes— in a word, all the arti- 
cles requisite for the profession of a public writer — ^the 
trade which the little old man really carried on, as could 
be seen from a board hung over the door of his shop, on 
which was written, in white letters on a black ground, 
--^ttan Battista Zeporello, Isvangelista. The sergeant > 
looked for a few seconds through the panes, which were 
covered with speciioaens of caligraphy, and then, doubt- 
less satisfied with what he saw, he tapped thrice with 
his stick on the door. 

" A chain was moved in the interior ; the soldier heard 
a key turned in the lock, then the door opened slightly, 
and the evangelista thrust his head out timidly. 

'* * Ah, 'tis you, Don Annibal ! Bios me ampare. I 
did not expect you so soon,' he said, in that cringing 
tone which some men employ when they feel themselves 
in the hands of a man stronger than themselves. 

" * Cmrpo de Cristo ! play the innocent, old coyote,*' 
the sergeant replied roughly, * who but I would dare to 
set foot in your accursed den ?' 

> erangellata abruggei his shouldeTO m^ ^ ^gm^ 
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and poshed his silver spectacles with their round glasses 
up on his forehead. 

" * Eh, eh,' he said, coughing mysterioasly, ' many peo- 
ple have recourse to my good offices, my young Springold.' 

^' ' It is possible,' the soldier answered, thrusting him 
rudely back, and entering the shop. ' I pity them for 
falling into the hands of an old bird of prey like you ; 
but it is not that which brings me here.' 

" ' Perhaps it would be better for both you and me, if 
your visits had another motive from the one that brings 
you here !* the evangelista remarked, timidly. 

'^ ' Truce to your sermons ; shut the door, fasten the 
shutters, so that no one can see us from the street, and 
let us talk, for we have no time to lose.' 

** The old man made no reply ; he at once set about 
closing the shutters, which at night protected his shop 
from the assaults of the rateros, with a celerity for which 
no one would have given him credit ; then he sat down 
by his visitor's side, after carefully bolting the door. 

" These two men, seen thus by the light of a smoky 
candle, offered a striking contrast ; one young, handsome, 
strong, and daring ; the other old, broken, and hypo* 
critical : both taking side glances at each other, full of a 
strange expression, and with an apparent cordiality, 
which probably hid a deep hatred, talking in a low voice 
ear to ear, they resembled two demons conspiring the ruin 
of an angel. 

** The soldier was the first to speak, in a tone hardly 
aboTe his breath, so much did he seem to fear being 
overheard. 

" 'Look you, Tio Leporello,' he said, * let us come to 
an understanding ; the half-hour has just sttw;^^ ^ ^^^ 
Sagrario, so speak ; what have you \ea£u\. tls^ Y 

'''Hum V ihe other said, «not muc\L\ii^V\%m^Ax«^^osy%* 
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'' The soldier flashed a suspicious glance at him, £(nd 
appeared to be reflecting. 

'"That is true,' he said, at the end of a moment, * I 
did not think of that ; where could my head be ?' 

*' He drew from the breast pocket of his uniform a purse 
tolerably well filled, through the meshes of which glis- 
tened sundry ounces, and then a long navaja, which he 
opened and placed on the table n^ar him. The old man 
trembled at the sight of the^sharpened blade, whose blue 
steel sent forth sinister rays ; the soldier opened the purse, 
and poured forth the pieces in a joyous cascade before 
him. The evangelista immediately forgot the knife, only 
to attend to the gold, attracted involuntarily by the 
trinkling of the metal, as by an irresistible magnet. 

** The soldier had done all we have just described with 
the coolness of a man who knows that he has unfailing 
arguments in his possession. 

"'Then,' he said, ' rake up your memory, old demon, 
if you do not wish my navaja to teach you with whom 
you have to deal, in case you have forgotten.* 

**The evangelista smiled pleasantly, while looking 
covetously at the ounces. ' I know too well what I owe 
you, Don Annibal,' he said, ' not to try to satisfy you by 
all the means in my power.' 

*** A truce to your unnecessary and hypocritical com- 
pliments, old ape, and come to facts. Take this first, it 
will encourage you to be sincere.' 

" He placed several ounces in his hand, which the evan- 
gelista disposed of with such sleight of hand, that it was 
impossible for the soldier to know where they had gone. 

'**Youare generous, Don Annibal — that will bring 
you good fortune.' 

** ' Go on ; I want^facts.' 
' ^^^lam coming to them,' 
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**' I am listening.* 

" And the sergeant leaned his elbows on the table, in 
the position of a man preparing to listen, while the evan- 
gelista coughed, spat, and by an old habit of prudence, 
though alone with the sergeant in his shop, looked round 
him suspiciously. 

'* The sounds on the Plaza Mayor had died out one 
after the other ; the crowd had dispersed in every direc- 
tion, and returned to their houses, and the greatest silence 
prevailed outside ; at this moment eleven o'clock struck 
slowly &om the Cathedral, and the two men started in- 
voluntarily at the mournful sounds of the clock ; the 
serenes chanted the hour in their drawling, drunken 
voice ; then all was quiet. 

" ' Will you speak, yes or no ?* the soldier suddenly 
said, with a menacing accent. 

'' The evangelista bounded on his butacca, as if aroused 
£rom sleep, and passed his hand several times over his 
forehead. ' I am beginning/ he said in a humble voice. 

*' ' That is lucky,' the other remarked, coarsely, 

" * You must know, then ^but,* he observed, sud- 
denly interrupting himself, ' must I enter into all the 
details r' 

" ' Demmios f the soldier exclaimed, passionately, ' let 
us have an end of this once for all ; you know I want to 
liave the most complete information ; Canarios ! do not 
play with me like a cat with a mouse ; old man, I warn 
you, that game will be dangerous for you.' 

" * Well^ this morning, I had just settled myself in my 
office ; I was arranging'my papers and mending my pens, 
when I heard a discreet tap at the door ; I rose and went 
to open it ; it was a young and lo^r^-^^a^^^a H»x. ^>5i. V 
could judge, for she was embo««adtt\i^\iSt\?^«wOs.Ts^%xi^^^^-> 
JBO as not to be seen.* 
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** { Tb^n it WM not the woman who has come to yoit 
umy dAy (or a month?' the aoldier inteirapted. 

^^ ^Ym; but aa jou hove doabtleBsly remarked, on 
MUdi of her TisUa, she is caieM to change her diesB, in 
ordor to prereut my recognizing her ; bnt, in spite of these 
precantionsy I have been too long accustomed to ladies* 
tzidn to alkw myself to be deoeiyed, and I recognized 
her by the fint gknoe that shot from her black eye.' 

***V«y good: goon.* 

*^ ^ She atood fiir a moment before me in silence, play- 
Hig with h«r ito, with an air of embarrassment. I 
<)ffig)it^ h«r a chair politely, pretending not to recognize 
hevv and asking her how I could be of service to her. 
'^Ohj* »ho answered me, with a petulant voice, 'I want 
A \^ atmple matter.' * Speak, senorita ; if it is con- 
k<^l^ with my profession, believe me, I shall make a 
}l^% of obeying you.' ' Should I have come, had it not 
\ifmL ao?' she replied ; * bnt are you a man who can be 
tt^tod V and while saying this, she fixed on me a search- 
\i^ glance. I drew myself up, and replied in my most 
iM^Qua tone, as I laid my hand on my heart — * An evan- 
ll^sta is a oonfessor ; all secrets die in his breast.' She 
then drew a paper from the pocket of her saga, and 
tvirued it about in her fingers, but suddenly began laugh- 
}^g, as she said, ' How foolish I am, I make a mystery 
of a trifle; besides, at this moment you are only a 
machine, as you will not understand what you write.' 
I bowed at all hazards, expecting some diabolical com- 
bination, like those she has brought to me every day 
for a month.' 

ace to reflections,' the sergeant interrupted. 
ve me l^e paper,' the evangelista continued, 
^Miranged between you and me, I t^k a 
which I laid upon anotiiex -gte^Bi^^ \>^ 
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forehand, and blackened on one eide, so that the "words 
I wrote on my papers were reproduced by the black page 
on another — the poor Nina not in the least suspecting it. 
After all, the letter was not long, only two or three lines ; 
but, may I be sent to purgatory,' he added, crossing him- 
self piously, ' if I understood a syllable of the horrible 
gibberish I copied : it was doubtlessly Morisco.' 
" ' Afterwords ?' 

" * I folded up the p^per in the shape of a letter, and 
addressed it/ 

'^ ^ Ah, ah !' the soldier said, with interest, ' that is the 
first time.' 

" ' Yes, but the information will not be of much use 
to you.* 

" * Perhaps : — ^what was the address V 
"'Z. p. V. 2, calleS.P. Z.* 

** ' Hum !' the soldier said, thoughtfully ; * that is cer- 
tainly rather vague. "What next ?' 

" * Then she went away, after giving me a gold ounce,' 
" * She is generous.' 

" ' Pobre Nina !' the evangelista said, laying his hooked 
fingers over his dry eyes, with an air of tenderness, 

" * Enough of that mummery, which I do not believe. 
Is that all she said to you ?' 

" * Nearly so,' the other said, with hesitation. 
«The sergeant looked at him. *Is there anything 
else ?* he remarked, as he threw him several gold coins, 
which the evangelista disposed of at once. 
" * Almost nothing.* 

« * You had better tell me, Tio Leporello, for, as an . 
evangelista, you know that the reason why letters ace 
written, is generally found in ttie -^^Xaraw^^^ 

'' 'On leaving my office, tiie B©TiOTv\a.Tsi'a.^^ ^'^^^^^^ 
aprovfdeneia widoh was pasdng. *EVxa ^«cn»^ ^^^'"'" 
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and though the Nina spoke in a very low voice, I heard 
her say to the driver, "To the convent of the Ber- 
nardines." ' 

'* The sergeant gave an almost imperceptible start. 

*' ' Hum !* he said, with an indifferent air, perfectly 
well assumed; 'that address does not mean much. 
Now give me the paper.' 

" The evangelista fumbled in his drawer, and drew 
from it a sheet of white paper, on which a few almost 
illegible words were written. So soon as the soldier 
had the paper in his hands he eagerly perused it ; it 
appeared to have a great interest for him, for he turned 
visibly pale, and a convulsive tremor passed over his 
limbs ; but he recovered himself almost immediately. 

" ' It is well,' he said, as he tore up the paper into 
imperceptible fragments ; * here's for you.* 

" And he threw a fresh handful of ounces on the table. 

" * Thanks, caballero,' Tio Leporello exclaimed, as he 
bounded greedily on the precious metal. 

"An ironical smile played round the soldier's lips, 
and, taking advantage of the old man's position, as he 
leant over the table to collect the gold, he raised his 
knife, and buried it to the hilt between the evangelista's 
shoulders. The blow was dealt so truly, and with such 
a firm hand, that the old man fell like a log, without 
uttering a sigh or giving a cry. The soldier regarded 
him for a moment coldly and apathetically, then, reas- 
sured by the immobility of his victim, whom he believed 
dead, — 

*' ' Come,' he muttered, * that is all the better; at any 
rate, he will not speak in that way.' 

" After this philosophical funeral oration, the assassin 
tranquilly wiped hia knife, picked up the gold, put out 
^^ <^^dle, opened the door, closed it caTe£\x\i^ aiVfex\ma, 



A DABK HISTOBY CONTHTUED. 57 

and walked off with the steady, though somewhat hasty- 
step of a helated traveller hurrying to his home. 
"The Plaza Mayor was deserted." 



CHAPTER YII. 

A DABK HISIORY CONTINUED. 

" Ancient Me;dco was traversed hy canals, like Venice, 
or, to speak more correctly, like Dutch towns, for gene- 
rally in all the streets there was a path between the 
canal and the houses. At the present day, when all the 
streets are paved, and the canals have disappeared save 
in one quarter of the city, it is difficult to understand 
how Cervantes, in one of his novels, could compare 
Venice with Mexico ; but if the canals are no longer 
visible, they still exist underground ; and in certain low 
quarters, where they have been converted into drains, 
they manifest their presence by the foetid odours which 
they exhale, or by the heaps of filth and stagnant water. 

" The sergeant, after so skilfully settling accounts 
with the hapless evangelista, crossed the Plaza, and 
entered the Calle de la Monterilla. 

*' He walked for a long time along the streets with 
the same quiet step he had adopted on leaving the evan- 
gelista's stall. At length, after about twenty minutes' 
walk through deserted streets and gloomy lanes, whose 
miserable appearance became with every step more me- 
nacing, he stopped before a house of more than suspicious 
aspect, above the door of which a flaring candle burned 
behind un retablo de las amma% 5ene<Zita% ; \Jcvfc ^\sA^'^'%. 
of the house were lit up, and on ttie ^izoXa-eb ^<b -^^^fS^- 
dqga were mournfully baying ttie moon. "IV^ ^^^?>^"^^^ 
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tapped twice on the door of Uns einist^ abode with his 
yine stick. 

'' It was a long time ere he was answered. The 
shouts and singing suddenly ceased in the inside : at 
length the soldier heard a heavy step approaching ; the 
door was partly opened — for everywhere in Mexico an 
iron chain is put up at night — and a drunken voice said 
harshly, — 

'* * Quten 68 ? (Who's there ?)' 

** * Gente depas^^ the sergeant answered. 

*^ * Hum ! it is very late to ran about the iiuna and 
^iter the vilaio/ the other remarked, apparently reflect- 
ing. 

" ' I do not wish to enter.* 

" ' Then what the deuce do you want V 

*'*Pan y $alpor Jos Cahalleros errantes,** the sergeant 
answered, in a tone of authority, and placing himself so 
that the moonbeams should fall on his face. 

'^ The man fell back, uttering an exclamation of sur- 
prise. 

" ' Volga me Dm ! Senor Don Torribio !' he ex- 
claimed, with an accent of profound respect ; * who could 
have recognized your Excellency under that wretched 
dress ? Come in ! come in ! they are waiting impatiently 
for you.' 

^* And the man, who had become as obsequious as he 
had been insolent a few moments previously, hastened to 
undo the chain, and threw the door wide open. 

" ' It is unnecessary, Pepito,' the soldier continued, 
'I repeat to you that I shall not come in. How many 
are there ?' 

" ' Twenty, ExoellOTcy.' 

^^^ Armed?' 

* LiteraUy ''Bread and salt for the kmg\it-eTi«ate." 
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"'Completely.' 

" ' Let them come down directly. I will wait for 
them here. Go, my son, time presses.' 

" * And you ? Excellency.' * 

*' ' You will bring me a hat, an esdavina, my sword 
and pistols. Come, make haste !' 

** Pepito did not let the order be repeated. Leaving 
the door open, he ran o£ A few minutes after, some 
twenty bandits, armed to the teeth, rushed into the 
street^ jostling one another. On coming up to the sol- 
dier, they saluted respectMly, and, at a sign from him, 
remained motionless and sil^it. 

" Pepito had brought the articles demanded by the 
man wh(nn the evangelista called Don Annibal, himself 
Don Torribio, and who, probably, had seyeral other 
names, although we will keep temporarily to the latter. 

" ' Are the horses ready ?' Don Torribio asked, as ho 
concealed his uniform imder the esclavina, and placed 
in his girdle a long rapier and a pair of double-barrelled 
pistols, 

** * Yes, Excellency,' Pepito answered, hat in hand. 

" * Good, my son. You will bring them to the spot I 
told you ; but as it is forbidden to go about the streets 
on horseback by night, you will pay attention to the oe- 
ladores and senoros.' 

''All the bandits burst into a laugh at this singular 
recommendation. 

'* ' There,* Don Torribio cpntinued, as he put on a 
broad brimmed hat, which Pepito had brought him with 
the other things, ' that is all right ; we can now start. 
Listen to me attentively, Caballeros !' 

" The leperos and other sooundTAa "vVq ^ws£^«^^^*^^ 
flzzJiejsce, flattered by being trea\fe^ «& ^^^^st^^^ ^x«^ 
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nearer to Don Torribio, in order to hear his instructions. 
The latter continued, — 

'''Twenty men, marching, in a troop, through the 
streets of the city would, doubtless, arouse the suscep- 
tibility and suspicions of the police agents ; we must 
employ the greatest prudence, and, above all, the utmost 
secrecy in order to succeed in the expedition for which 
I have collected you. You will, therefore, separate, and 
go one by one under the walls of the convent of the 
Bemardines; on arriving there, you will conceal your- 
selves as well as you can, and not stir without my 
orders. Above all, no disputes, no quarrelling. You 
have understood me clearly ?" 

"'Yes, Excellency,* the bandits answered, unani- 
mously. 

" * Very good. Be off, then, for you must reach the 
convent in a quarter of an hour.' 

" The bandits dispersed in every direction with the 
rapidity of a flock of buzzards. Two minutes later they 
had disappeared round the corners of the nearest streets. 
Pepito alone remained. 

" ' And I ?' he respectfully asked Don Torribio. * Do 
you not wish, Excellency, for me to accompany you ? 
I should be very bored if I remained here alone.' 

*' I should be glad enough to take you with me ; but 
who would get the horses ready if you went with me ?' 

" ' That is true. I did not think of it/ 

" 'But do not be alarmed, Muchacho, if I succeed as 
I hope, you shall soon come with me.' ^ 

" Pepito, completely reassured by this promise, bowed 
respectfully to the mysterious man, who seemed to be his 
chief, and re-entered his house, carefully closing the 
door after him, 
^^Don Torribio, when left alone, remameSi lot ^^^«t^ 
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seconds plunged in deep thought. At length he raised 
his head, drew his hat over his eyes, carefully wrapped 
himself in his esclavina, and walked off hurriedly, mut- 
tering, ' Shall I succeed ?' 

" A question which no one, not even himself, could 
have answered. 

" The convent of the Bemardines stands in one of the 
handsomest quarters of Mexico, not far from the Paseo 
de Bernardo, the fashionable promenade. It is a vast 
edifice, built entirely of hewn stone, which dates from 
the rebuilding of the city after the conquest, and was 
founded by Fernando Cortez himself. Its general ap- 
pearance is imposing and majestic, like all Spanish 
convents ; it is almost a small city within a large one, 
for it contains all that can be agreeable and useful for 
life — a church, an hospital, a laundry, a large kitchen 
garden, and a well laid-out flower garden, which offers 
pleasant shade, reserved for the exercise of the nuns. 
There are wide cloisters, decorated with grand pictures 
by good masters, representing scenes in the life of the 
Yirgin, and of St. Bernard, to whom the convent is 
dedicated; these cloisters, bordered by circular galle- 
ries, out of which the cells of the nuns open, enclose 
sandy courts, adorned with pieces of water, in which 
fountains refresh the air at the burning mid-day hour. 
The cells are charming retreats, in which nothing that 
can promote comfort is wanting : a bed ; two butaccas 
covered with prepared Cordovan leather, d^prie IHeu, a 
small toilet table, in the drawer of which you are sure 
to find a looHng-glass, and several holy pictures, occupy 
the principal space. In a comer of the room may be 
seen, between a guitar and a scourge, a «;Ui\x^ ^1 *^^ 
Virgin, of wood or alabaster, weami^ «u QiQtQra»\. ^H.^'^iV^^ 
rosee, before which a lamp is coTi\iviLii"aI^'^\^^^ ^"^^ 
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is the fumiture which, with but few exceptions, you 
are certain to find in the nuns' cells. 

" The convent of the Bernardines contained, at the 
period when our story is laid, one hundred and fifty 
nuns, and about sixty novices. In this country of tole- 
ration, it is rare to see nuns cloistered. The sisters can 
go into town, pay and receive visits ; the regulations are. 
extremely mild, and, with the exception of the offices, 
at which they are bound to be present with great punc- 
tuality, the nuns, when they have entered their cells, 
are almost at liberty to do as they please, nobody 
taking the trouble, or seeming to do so, of watching 
them. 

"We have described the convent cells, which are all 
alike ; but that of the Mother Superior merits a parti- 
cular description. Kothing could be more luxurious, 
more religious, and yet more worldly, than its general 
appearance. It was an immense square room, with 
large Gothic windows, with small panes set in lead, 
upon which sacred subjects were painted with admirable 
finish and admirable touch. The walls were covered 
with long, stamped, and gilded hangings of Cordovan 
leather, while valuable pictures, representing the prin- 
cipal events in the life of the patron saint of the con- 
vent, were arranged with that symmetry and taste only 
to be met with in people belonging to the Church. 
Between the pictures hung a magnificent Virgin, by 
Eaphael, before which was an altar. A silver lamp, 
full of perfumed oil, hung jfrom the ceiling, and burnt 
night and day before the altar, which Tiiick damask 
curtains hid, when thought proper. The furniture 
consisted of a large Chinese screen, concealing the 
i?i?ach of the abbess,— -a simple frame of carved o^, 
sarroanded by white gauze musquito cuitama, k ^c^vwax^ 
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table, also of oak, on which were a few books and a 
desk, occnpied the centre of the room ; in a comer a vast 
library, containing books on religious subjects, and 
displaying the rich bindings of rare and precious works 
through the glass doors, a few butaecas and chairs, with 
twisted feet, were arranged against the wall. Lastly, 
a silver brazier, filled with olive kernels, stood opposite 
a superb coffer, the chasing of which was a masterpiece 
of the Eenaissance. 

"During the day, the light, filtered through the 
coloured glass, spread but a gentle and mystic radiance 
around, which caused the visitor to experience a feeling 
of respect and devotion, by giving this vast apartment a 
stem and almost mournful aspect. 

" At the moment when we introduce the reader into 
this cell, that is to say, a few moments prior to the scene 
we have just described, the abbess was seated in a large 
straight-backed easy chair, which was surmounted by 
an abbatial crown, while the cushion of gilt leather was 
adorned with a double fringe of silk and gold. 

"The abbess was a little, plump woman, of about 
sixty years of age, whose features would have appeared 
unmeaning, had it not been for the bright and piercing 
glance that shot, like a jet of lava, from her grey eyes, 
when a violent emotion agitated her. She held in her 
hand an open book, and seemed plunged in profound 
meditation. 

**The door of the cell opened gently, and a girl, 
dressed in the novice's robe, advanced timidly, scarce 
grazing the floor with her light and hesitating foot. She 
stopped in front of the easy chair, and waited silently 
till the abbess raised her eyes to her. 

" * Ah ! it i» you, my child,* t\ie "ilLo^et ^>x^^Tvsst ^j&.^ 
length said, notfcing the novice' a pxeHtuc^', * fiQ\aa>»5Qas3^- 
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" The latter advanced a few paces nearer. 

(t i WTiy did you go out this morning without asking 
my permission ?' 

" On hearing these words, which the maiden, how- 
ever, must have expected, she turned pale, and stam- 
mered a few unintelligible words. 

** The abbess continued, in a stem voice : — 

" * Take care, Nina ! although you are still a novice, 
and will not take the veil for several months, like all 
your companions, you are under my authority — ^mine 
alone.' 

" These words were spoken with an intonation which 
made the maiden tremble. 

" * Holy mother !' she murmured. 

" 'You were the intimate friend, almost the sister, 
of that young fool whom her resistance to our sove- 
reign will snapped asunder like a reed, and who died 
this morning.' 

" Do you really believe that she is dead, mother V the 
girl answered timidly, and in a voice interrupted by 
grief. 

" ' Who doubts it ?' the abbess exclaimed, violently, as 
she half rose in her chair, and fixed a viper's glance on 
the poor child. 

" * No one, madam, no one,' she said, falling back 
with terror. 

« t "^Vere you not, like the other members of the com- 
munity,' the abbess continued, with a terrible accent, 
* present at her funeral ? Did you not hear the prayers 
uttered over her coffin :' 

<' * It is true, my mother !' 

" * Did you not see her body lowered into the convent 

raultB, and the tombstone laid over it, which the angel 

of divine justice can alone raise at tToie day oi yjA^m^u^.^, 
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Say, were you not present at this sad and terrible cere- 
mony ? Would you dare to assert that this did not take 
place, and that the wretched creature still lives, whom 
Gon suddenly smote in his wrath, that she might serve 
as a warning to those whom Satan impels to revolt ?' 

" 'Pardon, holy mother, pardon! I saw what you 
jsay. I was present at Dona Laura's interment. Alas ! 
doubt is no longer possible ; she is really dead !* 

*' While uttering the last words, the maiden could 
not restrain her tears, which flowed copiously. The 
abbess surveyed her with a suspicious air. 

*' * It is well,' she said ; ' you can retire : but I repeat 
to you, take care ; I know that a spirit of revolt has 
seized on your heart as well, and I shall watch you.' 

" The maiden bowed humbly to the Mother Superior, 
and moved as if to obey the order she had received. 

" At this moment a terrible disturbance was heard. 
€ries of terror and threats re-echoed in the corridor, and 
the hurried steps of a tumultuous crowd could be heard 
rapidly approaching. 

" ' What is the meaning of this V the abbess asked with 
terror ; ' what is this noise ?' 

** She rose in agitation, and walked with tottering step 
toward the door of the cell, on which repeated blows 
were being struck. 

•* ' Oh, heavens J* the novice murmured, as she turned 
a suppliant glance toward the statue of the Virgin, which 
seemed to smile on her; 'have our liberators at length, 
arrived ?* 

** We will return to Don Torribio, whom we left walk- 
ing with his companions toward the couN^ioi. 

" As had been arranged between \LViaa.dd «s^^ \^ ^^ 
i^ompUces, tie young man found «!ii\!cL'&\wsA^tfS^^^^ 
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under the convent walls. Along the streets the bandits, 
not to be disturbed by the serenes, had tied and gagged 
them and carried them off, as they met them, separately. 
Thanks to this skilful manoeuvre, they reached their 
destination without hindrance. Twelve serenes were 
captured in this way : and, on reaching the convent, 
Don Terribio gave orders for them to be laid one atop of 
the other at the foot of the wall, 

*' Then, drawing from his pocket a velvet mask, he 
covered his face with it (a precaution imitated by his 
comrades), and, approaching a wretched hut which stood 
a short distance off, he stove in the door with his shoul- 
der. The owner rose up, frightened and half-dressed, 
to inquire the meaning of this unusual mode of rapping 
at his door ; but the poor fellow fell back with a cry of 
terror on perceiving the masked men assembled before 
his door. Don Torribio, being in a hurry, commenced 
the conversation by going straight to the subject-mat- 
ter : — ^Buenas noches, Tio Salado. I am delighted to 
see you in good health,' he said to him. 

" The other answered, not knowing exactly what he 
said, — 

** * I thank you, Caballero. You are too kind.' 

*' ' Make haste ! get your cloak, and come with us.' 

" ' I ?' Salado said, with a start of terror. 
; " * Yourself.' 

" * But how can I be of service to you ?' 
• ** *I will tell you. I know that you are highly re- 
spected at the content of the Bemardines — in the first 
place as a pulquero ; and, secondly, as hombre de lien y 
religoso,^ 

" * Oh ! oh ! to a certain extent,* the pulquero an- 
jBwered, erasireljr. 
'' *No false modesty. I know you ^la^ft \5ci^ ^^^^^ 
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to get the gates of that house opened when you please ; 
it is for that reason I invite you to accompany us.' 

** ' Maria purmima ! What are you thinking of, Ca- 
hallero ?' the poor fellow exclaimed, with terror, 

" * No remarks ! Make haste ! or, by Neustra Senora 
del Carmen, I will bum your rookery.' 

"A hollow groan issued from Salado's chest; but, 
after taking one despairing glance at the black masks 
that surrounded him, he prepared to obey. Prom the 
pulqueria to the convent was only a few paces — they 
were soon passed, and Don Torribio turned to his pri- 
soner, who was more dead than alive. 

" * There, ctmpadrey^ he said, distinctly, * we have 
arrived. It is now your place to get the door opened 
for us.' 

" *In heaven's name,' the pulquero exclaimed, 
making one last eflPbrt at resistance, * how do you ex- 
pect me to set about it ? You forget that I have no 
means ' 

** * Listen,^ Don Torribio said, imperiously ; * you un- 
derstand that I have no time for discussion. You will 
either introduce us into the convent, and this purse, 
which contains fifty ounces, is yours ; or you refuse, 
and in that case,* he added, coldly, as he drew a pistol 
from his girdle, ' I blow out your brains with this.' 

"A cold perspiration bedewed the pulquero's tem- 
ples. He was too well acquainted with the bandits of 
his country to insult them for a moment by doubting 
their words. 

"'Weill* the other asked, as he cocked the pistol, 
* have you reflected V 

" * Caspita, Caballero ! Do not i^\a^ mV}DL\5aa5^*OKvs^'^* 
I wintry.' 
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" * Here is the purse to siarpen your wits,' Don Tor- 
ribio said. 

" The pulquero clutched it with a movement of joy, 
any idea of which it is impossible to give ; then he 
walked slowly towards the convent gate, while cudgel- 
ling his brains for some way in which to earn the sum 
he had received, without running any risk — ^a problem, 
we confess, of which it was not easy to find the solu- 
tion." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

A DABK HISTOBY CONCLUDED. 

" The pulquero at length decided on obedience. Sud- 
denly a luminous thought crossed his brain, and it was 
with a smile on his lips that he lifted the knocker. At 
the moment he was going to let it fall, Don Torribio 
caught his arm. 

" * What is the matter?' Salado asked. 

" * Eleven o'clock struck long ago ; everybody must 
be asleep in the convent, so perhaps it would be better 
to try another plan.' 

** * You are mistaken, Caballero,* the pulquero an- 
swered ; * the portress is awake.' 

<* * Are you sure of it ?' 

" * Caramba !* the other answered, who had formed 
his plan, and was afraid he would be obliged to return 
the money, if his employ^ ch^ged his mind. < The 
convent of the Bemardines is open day and night to 
persons who come for medicines* Leave me to manage it.' 

** * Go on, then,' the chief of the band said, letting 
loose his arm. 

^^ Salado did not aHow the permiaaion to b^ x^^flA^d, 
through fear of a jfresh objection, and \xe \i«gB\,«ua^\a\^'^ 
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go the knocker, which resounded on a copper bolt. Don 
Torribio and his companions were crouching under the 
wall. 

** In a moment the trap-door was pushed back, and 
the wrinMed face of the portress appeared. 

" ' Who are you, my brother ?* she asked, in a peevish, 
sleepy voice. * Why do you come at this late hour to 
tap at the gates of the conyent ?' 

" * Ave Maria purtssma ?' Salado said, in his most 
nasal tone. 

" ' Sinpeceado emcebida, my brother, — are you ill ?* 

*' ' I am a poor sinner, you know, sister ; my soul is 
plunged in affliction.' 

*< < Who are you, brother ? I really believe that I 
can recognise your voice ; but the night is so dark, that 
I am unable to distinguish your features.' 

** ' And I sincerely trust you will not see them,* Sa- 
lado said, mentally; then added, in a louder voice, ' I 
am^Senor Templado, and keep a locanda in the Calle 
Plateros.* 

" ' Ah ! I remember you now, brother.' 

" *I fancy that is biting,' the pulquero muttered. 

« < What do you desire, brother ? Make haste to tell 
me, in the most holy name of your Saviour !' she said, 
crossing herself devotedly, a movement imitated by Sa- 
lado ; ^ for the air is very cold, and I must continue my 
orisons, which you have interrupted,* 

« * Vnlgo mi Dies ! sister; my wife and two children 
are ill; the Eeverend Pater Guardian, of the Fran- 
ciscans, ui^ed me to come and ask you &r three bottles 
of your miraculous water.' 

" We will observe, parenthetically, that everj cosi^^S!^ 
manufactures in Hexioo a BO-Qa\lQdL ic^ookicxiX.^xsi&'^^i^ss^ 
the receipt of wMch is carefully ke^\. Bect^\.% ^Oca^'^^S^^^* 
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we were told, cures all maladies — a miracle which we 
were never in a position to test, for our part* We need 
hardly say, that this universal panacea is sold at a very 
high rate, and produces the best part of the commu- 
nity's revenue. 

" ' Maria !' the old woman exclaimed, her eyes spark- 
ling with joy at the pulquero's large order. * Three 
bottles!' 

*' * Yes, sister. I will also ask your permission to 
rest myself a little ; for I have come so quick, and the 
emotion produced by the illness of my wife and children 
has so crushed me, that I find it difficult to keep on my 
legs.' 

" ' Poor man !' the portress said, with pity. 
" ' Oh ! it would really be an act of charity, my sister.' 
** ' Senor Templado, please look around you, to make 
sure there is no one in the street. "We live in such 
wicked times, that a body cannot take enough pre- 
cautions.' 

" 'There is no one, my sister,' the pulquero an- 
swered, making the bandits a sign to get ready. 
" ' Then I wiU open.' 
" * Heaven will reward you, my sister.' 
" ' Amen,' she said, piously. 

" The noise of a key turned in a lock could be heard, 
then the rumbling of bolts, and the door opened. 
*' ' Come in quickly, brother,' the nun said. 
*' But Salado had prudently withdrawn, and yielded 
his place to Don Torribio. The latter rushed at the 
portress, not giving her time to look round, seized her 
by the throat, and squeezed her windpipe as if his hand 
were a vice. 

** * One word, sorceress/ he said to her, * and I will 
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'' Terrified by tliis sudden attack from a man wliose 
face was covered by a black mask, tbe old woman fell 
back senseless. 

" ' Devil take the old witch !' Don Torribio ex- 
claimed, passionately ; ' who will guide us now ?' 

** He tried to restore the portress to her senses, but 
soon perceiving that he should not succeed, he made a 
sign to two of his men to tie and gag her securely ; 
then, after recommending them to stand sentry at the 
door, he seized the bunch of keys entrusted to the nun, 
and began, followed by his comrades, to find his way 
into the building inhabited by the sisters. It was not 
an easy thing to discover, in this immense Thebaid, the 
cell occupied by the abbess, for it was that lady alone 
whom Don Torribio wanted. 

** l^ow, to converse with the abbess, she must first be 
found, and it was this that embarrassed the bandits, 
though masters of the place they had seized by strata- 
gem. At the moment, however, when they began to 
lose all hopes, an incident, produced by their inopportune 
presence, came to their aid. 

" The bandits had spread, like a torrent that had 
burst its dykes, through the courts and cloisters, not 
troubling themselves in the least as to the consequences 
their invasion might have for the convent; and, shout- 
ing and cursing like demons, they appeared to wish to 
kave no nook, however secret it might be, unvisited ; 
but it is true that, in acting thus, they only obeyed the 
orders of their chief. 

** The nuns, accustomed to calmness and silence, were 
soon aroused by this disturbance, which they, for a 
moment, believed occasioned by an eartkc^iakfe^ ^^ 
rushed hurriedly from theit \i^^> «sA^ o^ \i^S^ 
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drefised, went, like a flock of frightened doves, to seek 
shelter in the cell of the abbess. 

*' The Mother Superior, sharing the error of her nuns, 
had succeeded in opening her door ; and, collecting her 
flock around her, she walked toward the spot whence 
the noise came, leaning majestically on her abbatical 
cross. 

** Suddenly she perceived a band of masked demons^ 
yelling, howling, and brandishing weapons of every 
description. But, before she cohld utter a cry, Don 
Torribio rushed toward her. 'No noise!* he said. 
* We do not wish to do you any harm ; we have come, 
on the contrary, to repair that which you have done.' 

" Dumb with terror at the sight of so many masked 
men, the women stood as if petrified, 

" * What do you want of me V the Mother Superior 
stammered, in a trembling voice. 

" * You shall know,* the Chief answered; and, turning 
to one of his men, he said, ' the sulphur matches.' 

" A bandit silently gave him what he asked for. 

" ' Now listen to me attentively, Senora. Yesterday, 
a novice belonging to your convent, who some days back 
refused to take the veil, died suddenly.* 

" The abbess looked around her with a commanding 
air, and then addressed the man who was speaking to her. 

" ' I do not know what you mean,' she replied boldly. 

" ' Very good ! I expected that answer. I will go on ; 
this novice, scarcely sixteen years of age, was Dona 
Laura de Acevedo del Eeal del Monte ; she belonged to 
one of the first families in the Kepublic. This morning, 
her obsequies were performed, with all the ceremony 
employed on such occasions, in the church of this con- 
FKZ7^/ ^er body was then lowered, with great pomp, inta 
^^0 vaults reserved for the burial of tke uuna? 
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" He stopped, and ^ed on the Mother Superior eyes 
that flashed through his mask like lightning. 

" ' I repeat to you that I do not know what you 
mean/ she replied coldly. 

" 'Ah, very good! Then listen to this, senora, and 
profit by it ; for you have fellen, I swear it, into the 
hands of men who will show you no mercy, and will be 
moved neither by your tears nor your airs of grace, if 
you compel them to proceed to extremities.' 

*' * You can do as you please,' the Mother Superior 
axyswered, still perfectly collected. ' I am in your hand s. 
I know that for the moment, at least, I have no help to 
expect from any one ; but Heaven will give me strength 
to suffer martyrdom.' 

'* 'Madam,' Don Torribio said with a grin, 'you are 
blaspheming, you are wittingly committing a deadly sin ; 
but no matter, that is your business: this is mine. 
You will at once point out to'* me the entrance of the 
vault, and the spot where Dona Laura is reposing. I 
have sworn to carry off her body from here, no matter 
at what cost. I will fulfil nly oath, whatever may hap- 
pen. If you consent to what I ask, my companions and 
myself will retire, taking with us the body of the poor 
deceased, but not touching a pin of the immense riches 
the convent contains.' 

" ' And if I refuse ?' she said, angrily. 

" ' If you refuse,* he replied, laying a stress on each 
word, as if he wished the lady addressed fully to under- 
stand them, ' the convent will be sacked, these timid 
doves will become the prey of the demon.' He added, 
with a gesture which made the nuns quiver with terror, 
' And I will apply to you a certain torture^ whialL L ^^ 
not doubt will looaen your tongue? 

^'Tbe abbeaa smiled coiitem]gtao\rit^% 
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" ' Begin with me/ she said. 

*' * That is my intention. Come,' he added, in a 
rough voice, * to work.' 

"Two men stepped forward, and seized the Mother 
Superior ; but she made no attempt to defend herself. 
She remained motionless, seemingly apathetic ; still an 
almost imperceptible contraction of her eyebrows evi- 
denced the internal emotion she endured. 

** 'Is that your last word, senora ?' Don Torribio in- 
quired. 

'* ' Do your duty, villains !' she replied, with disdain. 
* Try to conquer the will of an old woman.' 

" * We are going to do so. Begin !' he ordered. 

'* The two bandits prepared to obey their chief. 

" * Stay, in Heaven's name !' a maiden exclaimed, as 
she rushed bravely before the Mother Superior, and re- 
pulsed the bandits. 

" It was the novice with whom the abbess was speak- 
ing at the moment the convent was invaded. There was 
a moment of breathless hesitation. 

" * Be silent, I command you !' the abbess shrieked. 
' Let me suffer. • God sees us !' 

" * It is because He sees us that I will speak,' the 
maiden answered, peremptorily ; 'it is He who has 
sent these men I do not know, to prevent a great crime. 
Follow me, Caballeros ; you have not a moment to lose ; 
I will lead you to the vaults.' 

€1 <"VVretch!' the abbess cried, writhing furiously in 
the hands of the men who held her. * Wretch ! my 
wrath will fall on you,* 

" * I know it,' the maiden responded, sadly ; * but no 
personal consideration will prevent my accomplishing a 
sacred duty.' 
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" ' Gag that old wretch. "We must finish our work/ 
the Chief commanded. 

" The order was immediately executed. In spite of 
her desperate resistance, the Mother Superior was re- 
duced to a state of impotence in a few moments. 

*' * One of you will guard her,' Don Torribio continued, 
* and at the least suspicious sign blow out her brains.' 
Then, changing his tone, he addressed the novice, ' A 
thousand thanks, senorita ! complete what you have so 
well begun, and guide us to these terrible vaults.* 

" ' Come, Caballeros,' she answered, placing herself 
at their head. 

"The bandits, who had suddenly become quiet, fol- 
lowed her in silence, with marks of the most profound 
respect. At a peremptory order from Don Torribio, the 
nuns, now reassured, had dispersed and returned to their 
cells. 

" While crossing the corridor, Don Torribio went up 
to the girl, and whispered in her ear two or three words, 
which made her start. 

" * Fear nothing,' he added. ' I but wished to prove 
to you that I knew all. I only desire, senorita, to be 
your most respectful and devoted friend.' 
'^ The maiden sighed, but made no reply. 
" * What will become of you afterwards? Alone in 
this convent, exposed defencelessly to the hatred of this 
fury, who regards nothing as sacred, you will soon take 
the place of her we are about to deliver. Is it not better 
to follow her ?' 

'* * Alas, poor Laura !* she muttered, Jioarsely. 
" ' Will you, who have done so much for her up to 
the present, abandon her at this supreme moment^ '^V^'s^ 
your assistance and support will become xxiot^ \Xi'asi. ^s^'st 
necessary to ber ? Are you not her ioBtei-«A&\jet't \:ist ^i.^^'Jix- 
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est friend ? What prevents? You ! an orphan from your 
earliest youth, all your affections are concentrated on 
Laura. Answer me, Dona Luisa, I conjure you !* 

" The maiden gave a start of surprise, almost of terror. 

*' ' You know me !' she said. 

" ' Have I not already said that I knew all ? Come, my 
child, if not for your own sake, then for hers, accompany 
her. Do not compel me to leave you here in the hands 
of terrible enemies, who will inflict frightful tortures 
on you.' 

" ' You wish it ?' she stammered sadly. 

" * She begs you by my lips.' 

'' ' Well, be it so ; the sacriflce shall be complete. I 
will follow you, though I know not whether, in doing 
so, I am acting rightly or wrongly ; but, although I do 
not know you, although a mask conceals your features, 
I have faith in your words. You seem to have a noble 
heart, and may heaven grant that I am not committing 
an error.' 

" ' It is the God of goodness and mercy who inspires 
you with this resolution, poor child.' 

*' Dona Luisa let her head Eonk on her breast as she 
breathed a sigh that resemblei* a sob. 

** They went onwards, side by side, without exchang- 
ing another word. The party had left the cloisters, and 
were now crossing some unfinished buildings, which did 
not seem to have been inhabited for many a long year. 

" ' Where are you leading us, then, Nina ?' Don Tor- 
ribio asked. ' I fancied that in this convent, as in others, 
the vaults were imder the chapel.' 

" The maiden smiled sadly. * I am not leading you 
to the vaults,' she answered, in a trembling voice. 

*' 'Whereto, then?' 
'\'Totbemj?ace/' 
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*' Don Tombio stifled aa angry oath. 

"' Oh r he muttered. 

" ' The coffin that was lowered into the vaults this 
morning in the sight of all,' Dona Luisa continued, 'reaUy 
contained the body of my poor Laura ; it was impossible 
to do otherwise, owing to the custom which demands 
that the dead should be buried in their clothes, and with 
uncovered faces ; but so soon as the crowd had departed, 
and the doors of the chapel were dosed on the congre- 
gation, the Mother Superior had the tombstone removed 
again, the body brought up, and transferred to the deep- 
est in pace of the convent. But here we are,' she said, 
as she stopped and pointed to a large stone in the paved 
floor of the apartment in which they were. 

''The scene had something mournful and striking 
about it. In the deserted apartment the masked men 
were grouped around the maiden dressed in white, and 
only illumined by the ruddy glare of the torches they 
waved, bore a strange likeness to those mysterious 
judges who in old times met in ruins to try kings and 
emperors. 

*« *Eaise the stone,* Don Torribio said, in a hollow 
voice. '" 

" After a few efforts the stone was raised, leaving 
open a dark gulph, from which poured a blast of hot 
and foetid air. Don Torribio took a torch, and bent 
over the orifice. 

'"Why,' he said, at the expiration of a moment, 
< this vault is deserted.' 

*** Yes,' Dona Luisa answered, simply, 'she, whom 
you seek, is lower.' 

'"What! lower?' he cried, with a Txva^^m^ ^*L 
terror, which he could not coutcoU 

"'That vault is not deep eivo\x^\ oql w^^^^^BS^gpi 
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cause a discovery ; shrieks could be heard from outside. 
There ar6 two other vaults like this, built above each 
other. When, through any reason, the abbess has 
resolved on the disappearance of a nun, and that she 
shall be cut off for ever from the number of the living, 
the victim is let down into the last cave, called Eell ! 
There all noise dies away ; every sob remains unechoed ; 
every complaint is vain. Oh ! the Inquisition managed 
matters well ; and it is so short a time since its rule 
ended in Mexico, that some of its 'customs have been 
maintained in the convents. Seek lower, Caballero, 
seek lower !' 

" Don Torribio, at these words, felt a cold perspiration 
beading at the roots of his hair. He believed himself a 
prey to a horrible nightmare. Making a supreme effort 
to subdue the emotion that overpowered him, he went 
down into the vault by means of a light ladder leaning 
against one of the walls, and several of his comrades 
followed him. After some searching, they discovered a 
stone like the first. Don Torribio plunged a torch into 
the gulph. 

" * Empty !' he exclaimed, in horror. 

" * Lower, I tell you ! Look lower,' Dona Luisa cried, 
in a gloomy voice, who had remained on the edge of the 
topmost vault. 

" ' What had this adorable creature done to them to 
endure such martyrdom V Don Torribio exclaimed, in 
his despair. 

**' Avarice and hatred are two terrible counsellors,' 
the maiden answered ; * but make haste ! make haste ! 
every moment that passes is an age for her who is 
waiting.' 

**I>on Torribio, a prey to incredible fury, began 
seeking the last vmli. After a few momeio.^.^, \i\a ^^^^- 
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tions were crowned with success. The stone was scarce 
lifted, ere, paying no attention to the mephitic air which 
rushed from the opening and almost extinguished his 
torch, he bent over. 

" ' I see her ! I see her !' he said, with a cry more 
resembling a howl than a human Yoice. 

" And, waiting no longer, without even calculating 
the height, he leaped into the vault. A few moments 
later he returned to the hall, bearing in his arms Dona 
Laura's inanimate body. 

" ' Away, friends, away !' he exclaimed, addressing 
his companions ; ' let us not stay an instant longer in 
this den of wild beasts with human faces !' 

''At a sign £rom him, Dona Luisa was lifted in the 
arms of a sturdy lepero, and all ran off in the direction 
of the cloisters. They soon reached the cell of the 
Mother Superior. On seeing them, the abbess made a 
violent effort to break her bonds, and writhed impotently 
like a tiger, while flashing, at the men who had foiled 
her hideous projects, glances full of hatred and rage.. 

<( t Wretch !' Don Torribio shouted, as he passed 
near her, and disdainfully spumed her with his foot ; 
' be accursed ! your chastisement commences, for your 
victim escapes you.' 

" By one of those efforts which only hatred which 
has reached its paroxysm can render possible, the abbess 
succeeded in removing her gag slightly. 

*' Perhaps !' she yelled, in a voice which sounded like 
a knell in Don Torribio's ears. 

'* Overcome by this great effort, she fainted. 

" Five minutes after, there was no one in the convent 
beyond iU usual inmates.'' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BEIGHTEYB AND MAliKSMAlSr. 

. At this point in his narrative Brighteye stopped, and 
began, with a thoughtful air, filling his Indian pipe 
with tobacco. 

There was a lengthened silence. His auditors, stiU 
under the influence of this extraordinary influence, 
dared not venture any reflections. At length Marksman 
raised his head. ''That story is very dramatic and 
very gloomy," he said, ** but pardon my rude frankness, 
old and dear comrade, it seems to me to have no reference 
to what is going on around us, and the events in which 
we shall, probably, be called upon to be interested 
spectators, if not actors." 

** In truth," Ruperto observed, " what do we wood- 
rangers care for adventures that happen in Mexico, or 
any other city of the Tierras Adentro ? We are here 
in the desert to hunt, trap, and thrash the Redskins. 
Any other question can affect ufl but slightly." 

Brighteye tossed his head in a significant manner, 
and laid his pipe mechanically by his side. 

" You are mistaken, comrades," he continued ; " do 
you believe, then, that I should have made you waste 
your time in listening to this long story, if it did not 
possess an important reality for us ?" 

"Explain yourself, then, my friend," Marksman 

observed, " for I honestly confess that, for my part, I 

have understood nothing of what you have been good 

enough to tell us." 

The old Canadian raised his head, and seemed, for a 

fow momenta, to be calculating tte ami'a \i^\^\.. ''\^ 
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is half-past six/' he said; *^ you have still more than suf- 
ficient time to reach the ford of the Eubio, where the 
man is to wait, to whom you have engaged yourself as 
guide. Listen to me, therefore, for I have not quite 
finished. Now that I have told you the mystery, you 
must learn what has come out to clear it up." 

** Speak !'* Marksman replied, in the tone of a man 
who is resolved to listen through politeness to a story 
which he knows cannot interest him. 

Brighteye, not seeming to remark his friend's apathetic 
condescension, went on in the following terms : — " You 
have remarked that Don Torribio provided for everything 
with a degree of prudence which must keep off any sus- 
picion, and cover this adventure with an impenetrable 
veil. Unfortunately for him, the evangelista was not 
killed. He could not only speak, but show a copy of 
each of the letters he daily handed to the young man — 
letters which the latter paid so dearly for, and which, 
with that prudence innate in the Mexican race, he had 
previously guarded, to employ, if needed, as a weapon 
against Don Torribio ; or, as was more probable, to 
avenge himself if he fell a victim to any treachery. This 
was what happened : — ^The evaugelista, found in a dying 
state by an early customer, had strength enough to make 
a regular declaration to the Juer de Lettras, and hand 
him the letters ere he died. This assassination, taken 
in connection with the attack on the serenes by a nu- 
merous band, and the invasion of the Convent of the 
Bemardines, furnished a clue which the police began 
following with extreme tenacity ; especially as the young 
lady whose body had been so audaciously carried off had 
powerful relations, who, for certain reasons kao^xiL \r» 
themselves, would not let this ciime ^^'as* \«i:^N«ivSoL'^^> 
md spent their gold profusely. l>i ^^^ ^<c>wiVax^^^ 
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that the bandits, on leaving the convent, mounted horseB 
brought by their confidants, and started at full speed in 
the direction of the Presidios* The police even suc- 
ceeded in discovering one of the men who supplied the 
horses. This individual, Pepito by name, bought over 
by the money offered him, rather than frightened by 
threats, stated that he had sold to Don Torribio Carvajsd 
twenty-five post horses, to be delivered at the Convent 
of the Bemardines at two o'clock in the morning. As 
these horses were paid for in advance, he, Pepito, did not 
trouble himself at all about the singularity of the spot, or 
of the hour. Don Torribio and his companions had ar- 
rived, bearing with them two women, one of whom ap- 
peared to have fainted, and immediately galloped off. The 
trail of the ravishers was then followed to the Presidio 
de Tubar, where Don Torribio allowed his party to rest 
for several days. There he purchased a close palanquin» 
.a field tent, and all the provisions necessary for a length- 
ened journey in the desert, and one night suddenly 
disappeared, with all his band, which was augmented by 
all the adventurers he could pick up at the Presidio, no 
one being able to say in what direction he had gone. 
This information, thc^ugh vague, was [sufficient up to a 
certain point, and the relations of the young lady were 
continuing their search." 

*' I fancy I am beginning to see what you want to ar- 
rive at," Marksman interrupted him; "but conclude 
your story ; when you have finished, I will make sundry- 
observations, whose justice you will recognize, I am sure. '* 

" I shall be delighted to hear them,'* Brighteye said, 

and went on : — " A man who, twenty years ago, did me 

a rather important service, whom I had not seen since, 

and whom I should assuredly not have recognized, had 

•6e not told me his name— the only tYiiwg 1 \i«A. tlqX, lot- 



BBIGHTETE AlTD HABXSMAN. 8S 

gotten— came to me and my partner Euperto, while we 
were at the Presidio de Tubar, selling a few panther 
and tiger skins. This man told me what I have just 
repeated to you : he added that he was a near relation 
of the yonng lady, reminded me of the service he had 
rendered me — in a word, he affected me so greatly, that 
I agreed to take vengeance on his enemy. Two days 
later we took up the trail. For a man like myself, ac- 
customed to follow Indians* signs, it was child's play 
and I soon led him almost into the Spanish caravan 
commanded by Don Miguel Ortega." • 

" The other was called Don Torribio Carvajal.'* 

" Could he not have changed his name ?" 

** For what good in the desert ?" 

'* In the consciousness that he would be pursued." 

*' Then the relatives had a great interest in this pur- 
suit?" 

" Don Jos6 told me he was the yoimg lady's uncle, 
and felt a paternal tenderness for her." 

'^ But I fancy she is dead, or at least you told me so, 
if I am not mistaken," • • 

Brighteye scratched his ear. *' That is the awkward 
part of the affair," he said; **it seems she is not dead 
at all ; on the contrary." 

" What I" Marksman exclaimed ; " she is not dead ! 
That uncle knows it, then 5 it was by his consent that 
the poor creature was buried alive ! But, if that is the 
case, there must be some odious machination in the 
business." 

'* On my word, if I must confess it, I fear so too," 
the Canadian said, in a hesitating voice. " Still, this 
man rendered me a great service. 1 YiaNfe lia ^t'^^'l \a. 

mpport of my snspiciojis, and •'' 

Marksman rose, and stood in froivt oi ttife ^^ ^3l^>si^a^ . 
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" Brighteye," he said to him, sternly; "we are fellow- 
countrymen 5 we love each ' other like brothers ; for 
. many long years we have slept side by side on the prairie, 
sharing good fortune and ill between us, saving each 
other's lives a hundred times, either in our struggles 
with wild beasts, or our fights with the Indians — is it so r' ' 

"It is true. Marksman, it is true, and any one who 
said the contrary would lie,*' the hunter replied with 
emotion. 

" My friend, my brother, a great crime has been com- 
mitted, or is on 4he point of being committed. Let us 
watch — watch carefully ; who knows if we may not be the 
instruments chosen by Providence to unmask the guilty, 
and cause the innocent to triumph ? This Don Jos^, you 
say, wishes me to join you ; well, I accept. Yourself, 
Ruperto, and I, will go to the ford of the Rubio, and, 
believe me, my friend, now that I am warned, I will 
discover the guilty party, whoever he may be." 

** I prefer things to be so," the hunter answered, 
simply. ** I confess that the strange position in which 
I found myself "Weighed heavily upon me. I am only a 
poor hunter, and do not at all understand these infamies 
of the cities. '* 

" You are an honest man, whose heart is just and mind 
upright, But time is slipping away. I^ow that we are 
agreed as to our parts, and understand one another, I 
believe we shall do well by starting.'' 

** I will go whenever you please.'' 

** One moment. Can you do without Ruperto for a 
Httle while .^" 

''Yes." 

" What's the matter ?" the latter asked. 

"^ Toa can do me a service." 
^' Speak, JtfarksmaD, I am waiting." 
''Noman can foresee the future. TeTVia^B,\w«i.i«^ ^^i^ 
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we shall need allies on whom we may be able to count. 
These allies the Chief here present will give us whenever 
we ask for them. Accompany "him to his village, Eu- 
perto : and, so soon as he has arrived there, leave him* 
and take up our trail — ^not positively joining us, but man* 
aging so that, if necessary, we should know where to find 
you." 

" I have understood," the hunter said, laconically^ as 
he rose. " All right." 

Marksman turned to Plying Eagle, and explained 
what he wanted of him. 

" My brother saved Eglantine," the Chief answered, 

nobly; " Plying Eagle is a sachem of his tribe. Two 

hundred warriors will follow the war-path at the first 

Signal from my father. The Comanches are men ; the 

. words they utter come from the heart." 

" Thanks, Chief," Marksman answered, warmly press- 
iog the hand the Redskin extended to him ; " may the 
"Wacondah watch over you during your journey !" 

After hastily eating a slice of venison cooked on the 
ashes, and drinking a draught of pujque— from which, 
after the custom of his nation, the only one which does 
not drink strong liquors, the Comanche declined to take 
a share — the four men separated ; Ruperto, Plying Eagle, 
and Eglantine going into the prairie in a western direc- 
tion ; while Brighteye and Marksman, bending slightly 
to the left, proceeded in an easterly course, in order to 
reach the ford of the Rubio, where the latter was ex- 
pected. 

*'Hum !" Brighteye observed, as he threw his rifle on 
to his left arm, and starting with that elastic step pe- 
culiar to the woodrangers ; ** we have soTEie ^fsvi'^^^s^ 
cut out for us." 
''Who knows, my friend *{" "Matksci^a: ^\iss^et^^,^ 
anxionaly. ''At any rate, ^e muat ^\«cics^« "^^ \roSsv'^ 
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" That ifl my opinion, too." 

^' There is one thing I want to know, above all/' 

"What is it?" 

''What Don Miguel's carefully-dosed palanquin 
contains." 

" Why, hang it ! a woman, of course." 

"Who told you so?" 

" !N"obody ; but I presume so." 

"Prejudge nothing, my friend; with time, all will 
be cleared up." 

" God grant it !" 

"He sees everything, and knows everything, my 
friend. Believe me, that if it hath pleased Him to set 
those suspicions growing in our hearts that trouble us 
now, it is because, as I told you a moment ago. He wishes 
to make us the instruments of His justice." 

" May His will be done !" Brighteye answered, raising 
his cap piously. " I am ready to obey Him in all that 
He may order me." 

After this mutual exchange of thoughts, the hunters, 
who till this moiamt had walked side by side, proceeded 
in Indian file, in consequence of the difficult nature of 
the ground. On reaching the tall grass, after emerging 
from the forest, they stopped a moment to look around. 

"It is late," Marksman observed. 

" Yes, it is nearly mid-day. Follow me, we shall 
soon catch up lost time." 

"How so?" 

" Instead of walking, would you not be inclined to 
ride?" 

" Yes, if we had horses/* 

" That is just what I am going to procure." 

^^Tou have horses ?" 
^^Zasi night Rupeito and I left, our "kciwfc^ daaa V5 
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here, while going to the meeting Don Jos^ had made 
with us, and in which I was obliged to employ a canoe." 

" Eh ! eh ! those brave beasts turn up at a lucky mo- 
ment. For my part, I am worn out. I have been 
walking for many a long day over the prairie, and my 
legs are beginning to refuse to carry me." 

" Come this way, we shall soon see them." 

In fact, the hunters had not walked one hundred 
yards in the direction indicated by Brighteye, ere they 
found the horses quietly engaged in nibbling the pea- 
vines and young tree-shoots. The noble animals, on 
hearing a whistle, raised their intelligent heads, and 
hastened toward the hunters with a neigh of pleasure* 
According to the usual fashion in the prairies, they 
were saddled, but their bossalwaa huog round their 
necks. The hunters bridled them, leapt on their backs, 
and started again. 

'* Now that we have each a good horse between our 
legs we are certain of arriving in time," Marksman ob- 
served; ''hence, it is useless to hurry on, and we can 
talk at our ease. Tell me, Brighteye, have you seen 
Don Miguel Ortega yet ?" 

" Never, I allow." 

" Then you do not know him ?" 

" If I may believe Don Jos^, he is a villain. For my 
own part, never having had any relations with him, I 
should be considerably troubled to form any opinioD, bad 
or good, about him." 

" With me it is different. I know him." 

"Ah!" 

'* Very well indeed." 

" For any length of time ?" 

" Long enoQgli, I believe, at wxj i%^a H^i ^soai^^^aA*^ 
form an opinion about him.'* 
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" Ah ! Well, what do you think of him ?" 

** Much good and much had.'' 

"Hang it? ah!" 

" Why are you surprised ? Are not all men in the 
same case ?" 

"Nearly so, I grant." 

" This man is no worse or no hetter than the rest. 
This morning, as I foresaw that you were ahout to 
speak to me ahout him, I wished to leave you liherty of 
action hy telling you that I was only slightly acquainted 
with him ; but it is possible that your opinion will soon 
be greatly modified, and, perhaps, you will regret the 
support you haye hitherto given Don Job4 as you call 
him.*' 

" Would you like me to speak candidly, Marksman, 
now that no one, but He above, can hear us ?" 

" Do so, my friend. I should not be sorry to know 
your whole thoughts." 

" I atfL certain that you know a great deal more about 
the story I told you last night than you pretend to do/' 

" Perhaps you are right ; but what makes you think 
so?" 

" Many things ; and in the first place this." ' 

"Goon." 

" Tou are too sensible a man. You have acquired 
too great an experience of the things of this world, to 
undertake, without serious cause, the defence of a man 
who, according to the principles we profess on the 
prairie, you ought to regard, if not as an enemy, still 
as one of those men whom it is often disagreeable to come 
in contact, or have any relations with." 

Marksman burst into a laugh. " There is truth in 
what you say, Brighteye,*' he at length remarked. 
^^la there not}'* 
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** I will not attempt to play at cunning with you ; 
but I have powerful reasons for undertaking the defence 
of this mau, but I cannot tell you them at this moment. 
It is a secret which does not belong to me, and of which 
I am only the depositary. I trust you will soon know 
all ; but, till then, rely on my old friendship, and leave 
me to act in any way." 

" Yery good ! At any rate, I am now beginning to 
see clearly, and, whatever may happen, you can reckon 
upon me." 

" By Jove ! I felt certain we should end by under- 
standing one another ; but, silence, and let nothing be 
seen. We are at the meeting-place. Haug it! the 
Mexicans have not kept us waiting. They have already 
pitched their camp on the other side of the river." 

In fact, a hunter's camp could be seen a short dis- 
tance off, one side resting on the river, the other on the 
forest, and presenting perfectly fortified outworks, with 
the front turned to the prairies, and composed of bales 
and trees stoutly interlaced. 

The two hunters made themselves known to the sen- 
tries, and entered without any difficulty. Don Miguel 
was absent ; but the Gambusinos expected him at any 
moment. The hunters dismounted, hobbled their horses, 
and sat down quietly by the fire. 

Don Stefano Cohecho had left the Gambuccior at day- 
break, as he had aunounced on the previous evening. 



CHAPTER X. 



PKKSH CHABACTBRS. 

Iif order to a right comprehieiiaiou oi ^\iw»xi^ i^O^^T^^ 
will take advantage of oni ^gtivile^e ^^ %\«r5A»^^^^>*^ 
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go'^back a fortnight, and allow the reader to be witness 
of a scene intimately connected with the most important 
events of this history, and which took place a few hun- 
dred miles from the spot where accident had collected 
our principal characters. 

The Cordillera of the Andes, that immense spine of the 
American continent, the whole length of which it tra- 
verses under different names from north to south, forms, 
at various elevations, immense llanos, on which entire 
people live at a height at which all vegetation ceases in 
Europe. 

After crossing the Presidio de Tubar, the advanced 
post of civilization on the extreme limit of the desert, 
and advancing into the mediano region of the tierra caU 
liente for about one hundred and twenty miles, the 
traveller finds himself suddenly, and without any tran- 
sition, in front of a virgin forest, which is no less than 
three hundred and twenty miles deep, by eighty odd 
miles wide. 

The most practised pen is powerless to describe the 
marvels innumerable inclosed in that inexhaustible 
network of vegetation called a virgin forest, and the 
sight, at once strange and peculiar, majestic and im- 
posing, which it offers to the dazzled sight. The most 
powerful imagination recoils before this prodigious fe- 
cundity of elementary nature, continually springing up 
again &om its own destruction with a strength and 
vigour ever new. The creepers, which run from tree to 
tree, from branch to branch, plunge, at one moment, 
into the earth, and then rise once more to the sky, and 
form, by their interlacing and crossiog, an almost insur- 
mountable barrier, as if jealous nature wished to hide 
j6vm profane eyea the mysterious secrets of these forests, 
beneath whose abade man's footatepB "ho^ft oxi!^^ la^j^^^ 
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at long intervals, and never nnpunislied. Trees of every 
age and species grow without order or symmetry, as if 
sown by chance, like wheat in the furrows. Some, tall 
and slight, count only a few years ; the extremities of 
their branches are covered by the tall and wide boughs 
of those whose haughty heads have seen centuries pass 
over them. Beneath their foliage softly murmur pure 
and limpid streams, which escape &om the fissures of 
the rocks, and, after a thousand meanderings, are lost 
in some lake or unknown river, whose bright waters 
had never reflected aught in their clear mirror save the 
sublime secrets of the solitude. There may be found, 
pell-mell and in picturesque confusion, all the magnifi- 
cent productions of tropical regions: — The acajou; the 
ebony; the palisander; the stunted mahogany; the 
black oak ; the cork ; the maple ; the mimosa, with its 
silvery foliage ; and the tamarind, thrusting in every 
direction their branches, laden with, flowers, fruits, and 
leaves, which form a dome impenetrable to the sun- 
beams. Erom the vast and unexplored depths of these 
forests emerge, from time to time, inexplicable noises — 
furious howls, feline miauls, mocking yells, mingled 
with shrill whistling or the joyous and harmonious song 
of the birds* 

After plunging boldly into the centre of this chaos, 
and struggling hand to hand with this uncultivated and 
wild nature, the traveller succeeds, with axe in one 
hand and torch in the other, in gaining, inch by inch, 
step by step, a road impossible to describe. At one 
moment, by crawling like a reptile over the decaying 
leaves, dead wood, or guano, piled up for centuries ; or 
by leaping from branch to branch, at the to^% oS. ^Ja& 
trees, standing, as it were, in.t\ie aii* '^m\»'^^^ \si*Osi& 
man who negleota to have bis eyft eoii^\»iiJi)c3 ^^^^*^ ^»- 
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that surrounds him, and his ear on the watch : for, in 
addition to the obstacles caused by nature, he has to fear 
the venomous stings of the serpents startled in their 
lairs, and the furious attacks of the wild beasts. He 
must also carefully watch the course of the rivers and 
streams he meets with, determine the position of the 
sun during the day, or guide himself at night by the 
Southern Cross ; for, once astray in a virgin forest, it is 
impossible to get out of it — it is a maze, from which no 
Ariadne's web would help to find the issue. 

At last the traveller, after he has succeeded in sur- 
mounting the dangers we have describ^, and a thou- 
sand others no less terrible, which we have passed over 
in silence, emerges on an immense plain, in the centre 
of which stands an Indian city. That is to say, he finds 
himself before one of those mysterious cities into which 
no European has yet penetrated, whose exact position 
even is unknown, and which, since the conquest, have 
served as an asylum for the last relics of Aztec civiliza- 
tion. 

The fabulous accounts given by some travellers about 
the incalculable wealth buried in these cities, has in- 
flampcl the covetousness and avarice of a great number 
of adventurers, Avho, at various periods, have attempted 
to find the lost road to these queens of the Mexican 
prairies and savannahs. Others again, only impelled 
by the irresistible attraction extraordinary enterprises 
offer to vagabond imaginations, have also, especially 
during the last fifty years, set out in search of these In- 
dian cities, though up to the present time success has 
never crowned these various expedition^. Some have 
returned disenchanted, and half killed by this journey 
toward the unknown ; a considerable number have left 
t^e/r bodies at the foot of precipices ox mt\ie c^yjSttwAas, 
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to serve as food for birds of prey ; while others, more 
unfortunate still, have disappeared without leaving a 
trace, and no one has ever heard what has become of 
them. 

Owing to events, too long to narrate here, but which 
we shall describe some day, we have lived, against our 
will, in one of these impenetrable cities, though, more 
fortunate than our predecessors, whose whitened bones 
we saw scattered along the road, we succeeded in es- 
caping from it, through dangers innumerable, all mira- 
culously avoided. The description we are about to 
give, then, is scrupulously exact, and cannot be doubted, 
for we write from personal observation. 

Quiepaa Tani, the city which presents itself to the 
traveller's sight after leaving the virgin forest, of which 
we have given a sketch, extends from east to west, and 
forms a parallelogram. A wide stream, over which 
several bridges of incredible lightness and elegance are 
thrown, runs through its entire length. At each comer 
of the square an enormous block of rock cut perpendi- 
cularly on the side that faces the plains, serves as an 
almost impregnable fortress ; these four citadels are also 
connected by a wall twenty feet thick, and forty feet 
high, which, inside the city, forms a slope sixty feet 
wide at the base. This wall is built of native bricks, 
made of sandy earth and chopped straw; they are 
called adobes, and are about a yard long. A wide and 
deep fosse almost doubles the height of the walls. Two 
gates alone give access to the city. These gates are 
flanked by towers and pepper-boxes, exactly like a me- 
diaeval fortress ; and, what adds to the correctness of our 
comparison, a small bridge, made of ^loaka, ^-^s^ct^ajL^ 
narrow and light, and so airanged «» \.q\>^ ^-arcv^^ «:^«^ 
OD the slighteBt alarm, is t\ie oiA^ ^iom\xvNwivi^^vi^ ^"^ 
tween these gates and tlie exteiiox. 
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The houses are low, and terminate in terraces, con- 
nected with each other ; they are slight, and built of 
wicker and canavertales coyered with cement, in conse- 
quence of the earthquakes so frequent in these regions ; 
but they are large, airy, and pierced with numerous 
windows. None of them are more than one story in 
height, and the fronts are covered with a varnish of 
dazzling whiteness. 

This strange city, seen from a distance, as it rises in 
the midst of the tall prairie grass, offers the most sin- 
gular and seductive sight. 

On a fine evening in the month of October, five tra- 
vellers, whose features or dress it would have been im- 
possible to distinguish, owing to the obscurity, came out 
of the forest we have described above, stopped for a 
moment, with marked indecision, on the extreme edge 
of the wood, and began examining the ground. Before 
them rose a hiUock, which, if no great height, yet cut 
the horizon at right angles. 

After exchanging a few words, two of these persons 
remained where they were ; the other three lay down 
on their faces, and, crawling on their hands and feet, 
advanced through the rank grass, which they caused to 
undulate, and which completely concealed their bodies. 
On reaching the top of the mound, which they had found 
such diflSculty in scaling, they looked out into the coun- 
try, and remained struck with astonishment and admira- 
tion. 

The eminence, at the top of which they were, was 

perpendicular on the other side, like all the rest of the 

ground which extended on either side. A magnificent 

plain lay expanded a hundred feet below them, and in 

the centre of the plain, at a distance of about a thou- 

sand yards from them, stood, proud and im^owvii^^QCQAa- 
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paa-Tani,* the mysterious city, defended by its massive 
towers and thick walls. The sight of this yast city in 
the midst of the desert produced on the minds of the 
three men a feeli^l of stupor, which they could not ex« 
plain, and which for a few moments rendered them 
dumb with surprise. At length one of them rose on 
his elbow, and addressed his comrades. 

'* Are my brothers satisfied?" he said, with a'guttural 
accent, which, though he expressed himself in Spanish, 
proved him to be an Indian. ** Has Addick (the Stag) 
kept his promise ?" 

*' Addick is one of the first warriors of his tribe ; his 
tongue is straight, and the blood flows clearly in his 
veins," one of the men he addressed, answered. 

The Indian smiled silently, without replying ; — this 
smile would have given his companions much matter for 
thought, had they seen it. 

** It seems to me,'* the one who had not yet spoken 
said, " that it is very late to enter the city.*' 

"To-morrow, at sunrise, Addick will lead the two 
Paleface maidens to Quiepaa-Tani," the Indian answered; 
" the night is too dark." 

"The warrior is right," the second speaker remarked, 
" we must put off the affair till to-morrow." 

"Yes, let us return to our friends, whom a longer ab- 
sence may alarm." 

Joiniug deeds to words, the first speaker turned round, 
and, exactly following the track his body had left in the 
grass, he soon found himself, as well as his companidns, 
who imitated all his movements, at the skirt of the 
forest, into which, after their departure, the two per- 
sons they left behind had returned. 
♦ litem]]/, Qtd^paa, sky, tani, mo\m.U\u, m\^i^7.«^^SicL^^'ssiN^ 
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The silence which reigns beneath these gloomy roofs 
of foliage and branches during the day, had been suc- 
ceeded by the dull sounds of a wild concert, formed by 
the shrill cries of the night birds, wl|jph woke, and pre- 
pared to attack the lores, humming birds, and cardihals, 
belated far from their nests ; the roaring of the cou- 
guars ; the hypocritical miawling of the jaguars and pan- 
thers, and the snappish barks of the coyotes, which re- 
echoed, with a mournful sound, from the roofs of the 
inaccessible caverns and gaping pits which served as 
lurking places for these dangerous guests. 

Beturning on the trail they had traced with their 
axes, the three men soon found themselves near a fire 
of dead wood, burning in the centre of a small clearing. 
Two women, or rather girls, were crouching, pensive 
and sad, by the fire. They counted scarce thirty years 
between them; they were lovely, and of that Creole 
beauty which the divine pencil of a Eaphael has been 
alone able to reproduce. But at this moment they were 
pale, seemed fatigued, and their faces reflected a gloomy 
Borrow; At the sound of the approaching steps they 
raised their eyes, and a flash of joy illumined their 
faces like a sunbeam. 

The Indian threw some sticks on the fire, which was 
threatening to go out, while one of the hunters occupied 
himself with giving their provender to the horses, hob- 
bled a short distance off. 

" Well, Don Miguel," one of the ladies said, address- 
ing the hunter whe had taken a seat by her side, "shall 
we soon near the end of our journey ?'* 

" You have arrived, senorita ; to-morrow, under the 
guidance of our friend Addick, you will enter the city, 
that inviolable asylum, where no one will pursue you." 
^^Al2 r she continued, looking abaentt-j a\,\JcL^\\i^\«ft^'^ 
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gloomy and apathetic face ; " we shall separate to-mor- 
row." " 

*' We must, senorita ; the care for your safety demands 
it/' 

" Who would dare to seek me in these unknown dis- 
tricts ?" 

" Hatred dares everything. I implore you, senorita, 
to put faith in my experience ; my devotion to you is 
unbounded. Though still very young, you have suf- 
fered enough, and it is time that a blessed sunbeam 
should brighten your dreary brow, and dispel the clouds 
which thought and grief have been so long collecting 
on it." 

" Alas !" she said, as she let her head droop, to hide 
the tears that ran down her cheeks. 

"My sister, my friend, my Laura !" the other maiden 
said, embracing her tenderly, " be courageous to the 
end. Shall I not be with you ? Oh, fear nothing !" 
she added, with a charming expression. "I will take 
half your grief on myself, and your burthen will seem 
less heavy." 

" Poor Luisa !" the maiden murmured, as she re- 
turned her caresses. " You are unhappy through me. 
How shall I ever be able to repay your devotion ?*' 

"By loving me, as I love you, cherished angel, and 
by regaining hope." 

" Before a month, I trust," Don Miguel said, " your 
persecutors will be prevented from troubling you again. 
I am playing a terrible game with them, in which my 
head is the stake ; but I care little, so long as I save 
you. On leaving you, permit me to take with me, in 
my heart, the hope that you will in no way att^xsi^X \» 
leave the refuge I have found fot yow, ovi^ \)«\aJ^ ^wsl^^t^ 
patiently await my return." 
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" Alas, Caballero ! you are aware that I live only by 
a miracle ; toy relatives, my friends, indeed, all those I 
loved, have abandoned me, except my Luisa, my foster 
sister, whose devotion to me has never swerved ; and 
you, whom I do not know, whom I never saw, and who 
suddenly revealed yourself to me in my tomb, like the 
angel of divine justice ; since that terrible night, when, 
thanks to you, I emerged from my sepulchre, like Lazarus, 
you have shown me the kindest and most delicate atten- 
tions ; you have taken the place of those who betrayed 
me ; you have been to me more than a father." 

" Senorita !" said the young man, at once confused and 
happy at these words. 

" I say this to you, Bon Miguel," she continued, with 
a certain feverish animation, " because I am anxious to 
prove to you that I am not ungrateful. I know not 
what God, in His wisdom, may do with me ; but I tell 
you, that my last thought, my last prayer will be for 
you. You wish me to await you ; I will obey you. Be- 
lieve me, I o^ly dispute my life through a certain feeling 
of anxiety, like the gambler at his last stake," she added, 
with a heart-breaking smile ; " but I understand how 
much you need liberty of action for the rude game you 
have undertaken. Hence, you can go in peace ; I have 
faith in you." 

** Thanks, senorita ; this promise doubles my strength. 
Oh, now I am certain of success !" 

A rude jacal of branchps had been prepared for the 
maidens by the other hunters and the Indian warrior, 
and they retired to rest. 

Although the young man's mind was so full of restless 
alarms, after a few moments of deep thought he laid 
himself down by the side of his companions, and soon 
yell asleep, la the desert nature ne^et woteDi^^ \^a 
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olaims, and the greatest grief rarely succeeds in gaining 
the victory oyer the material claims of the human organ- 
ization. 

Scarce had the £rst sunbeams begun to tinge the sky 
of an opal hue, ere the hunters opened their eyes. The 
preparations for starting were soon completed ; the mo- 
ment of separation arrived, and the parting was a sad 
one. The two hunters had accompanied the maidens to 
the edge of the forest, in order to remain longer with 
them. 

Dona Luisa, taking advantage of an instant when the 
road became so narrow that it became almost impossible 
for two to walk side by side, drew nearer Don Miguel's 
liunting companion. 

"Do me a service," she whispered, hurriedly. 

*' Speak," he answered, in the same key. 

" That Indian inspires me with but slight confidence." 

*' You are wrong; I know him." 

She shook her head petulantly. *' That is possible," 
she said ; " but will you do me the service I want of 
you ? — if not, I will ask Don Miguel, though I should 
have preferred him not knowing it." 

" Speak, I tell you." 

*' Give me a knife and your pistols." 

The hunter looked her in the face. *' Good !'* he said 
presently. '* You are a brave child. Here is what you 
ask for." And, without any one noticing it, he gave 
the objects she wished to obtain from him, adding to them 
two little pouches, one of gunpowder, the other of bullets. 

" No one knows what may happen,** he said. 

" Thanks," she answered, with a movement of io^ 
«he could not master. 

This was all that she said ; an^i \)cLft ^fe«^^^^ ^- 
appeared under her clothes^ i?it\i a w^e^^ «s^^ xe^^^^^^"^ 
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which made the hunter smile. Five minutes after, they 
reached the skirt of the virgin forest. 

'* Addick," the hunter said laconically; "remember 
that you will answer to me for these two women." 

** Addick has sworn it," the Indian merely replied. 
They separated ; it was impossible to remain longer at 
the spot where they were, without running the risk of 
being discovered by the Indians, The maidens and the 
warrior proceeded toward the city. 

" Let us mount the hiU," Don Miguel said, " in order 
to see them for the last time." 

" I was goiug to propose it," the hunter said, simply. 

They went, with similar precautions, to the spot they 
had occupied for a few moments on the previous even- 
ing. 

In the brilliant beams of the sun, which had gloriously 
risen, the verdurous landscape had assumed a truly en- 
chanting aspect. ITature was aroused from her sleep, 
and a most varied spectacle had been substituted for the 
gloomy and solitary view of the previous night. From 
the gates of the city, which were now widely opened, 
emerged groups of Indians on horseback and on foot, 
who dispersed in all directions with shouts of joy and 
shriller bursts of laughter. Numerous canoes traversed 
the stream, the fields were populated with flocks of 
vicunas, and horses led by Indians, armed with long 
goads, who were proceeding toward the city. Women 
quaintly attired, and bearing on their heads long wicker 
baskets filled with meat, fruit, and vegetables, walked 
along conversing together, and accompanying each phrase 
with that continual, sharp, and metallic laugh, of which 
the Indian nation possess the secret, and the noise of 
which resembles very closely that pToduced by the full 
of a quantity of pebbles on a copper Sv^^i. 
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The maidens and their guide were soon mixed up in this 
motley crowd, in the midst of which they disappeared. 

Don Miguel sighed. 

'* Let us go," he said in a deep voice. 

They returned to the forest. A few moments later, 
they set out again. 

" We must separate,*' Bon Miguel said when they had 
crossed the forest ; "I shall return to Tubar." 

" And I am going to try to render a small service to 
an Indian chief, a friend of mine." 

** You are always thinking of others, and never of 
yourself, my worthy Marksman ; you are ever anxious 
to be of use to some one." 

'* What would you have, Don Miguel ? It seems to 
be my mission — ^you know that every man has one." 

" Yes !" the young man answered in a hollow voice. 
" Good-bye !" he added presentl}', '* do not forget our 
meeting." 

" All right ! In a fortnight, at the ford of the Rubio ; 
that is settled." 

" Forgive me my chariness of speech during the few 
days we have spent together ; the secret is not mine 
alone, Marksman ; I am not at liberty to divulge it, even 
to so kind a friend as yourself." 

** Keep your secret, my friend ; I am in no way curious 
to know it ; still, it is understood that we do not know 
one another." 

" Yes ; that is very important." 

"Then, good-bye." 

" Good bye !" 

The two horsemen shook hands, one turned to the 
right, the other to the left, and tbe^ ^^'^ ^^ ^^ ^"^ ^-^'^^^^ 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE FOBD OF THE EUBIO. 

The night was gloomy, not a star shone in the sky ; the 
wind blew violently through the heavy boughs of the 
virgin forest, with that sad and monotonous soughing 
which resembles the sound of great waters when the 
tempest menaces; the clouds were low, black, and 
charged with electricity ; they coursed rapidly through 
the sky, incessantly veiling the wan disk of the moon, 
whose cold rays only rendered the gloom denser ; the 
atmosphere was oppressive, and those nameless noises, 
dashed back by the echoes like the rolling of distant 
thunder, rose from the quebradas and unknown barrancas 
of the prairies ; the beasts howled sadly all the notes of 
the human register, and the night birds, troubled in their 
sleep by this strange uneasiness of nature, uttered hoarse 
and discordant cries. 

In the camp of the Gambusinos all was calm ; the 
sentries were watching, leaning on their rifles, and 
crouching near the expiring fire. In the centre of the 
camp two men were smoking their Indian pipes, and talk- 
ing in a low voice. They were Brighteye and Marksman. 

At length, Brighteye knocked the ashes out of his 
pipe, thrust it into his girdle, stifled a yawn, and rose, 
throwing out his legs and arms to restore the circulation. 

" What are you going to do ?"^ Marksman asked him, 
turning cautiously round. 

" Sleep," the hunter answered. 

« Sleep !'' 

" Why not } the night is advanced ; we are the only 
pensoDs watching, I feel convinced ; it is more than 
probable that we shall not see DoTi"MAgvjLe\.\i^iox^«vsxir 
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rise. Hum ! the best plan for the moment, at least, is 
to sleep, at any rate, if you have not decided otherwise.'" 

Marksman laid his finger on his L'p, as if to recom- 
mend silence to his friend. 

** The night is advanced," he said, in a low voice ; 
" a terrible storm is risiDg. Where can Don Miguel be 
gone ? This prolonged absence alarms me more than I 
can express : he is not the man to leave his Mends thus, 
without some powerful reason, or perhaps-^ " 

The hunter stopped, and shook his head sorrowfally, 

"Go on," Brighteye said; "tell me your whole 
thought." 

" Well, I am afraid lest some misfortune has happened 
to him." 

" Oh, oh, do you think so ? Still, this Don Miguel, 
from what I have heard you say, is a man of well-tried 
courage and uncommon strength." 

" All that is true," Marksman replied, with a pre- 
occupied air. 

" Well ! do you think that- such a man, well armed, 
and acquainted with prairie life, is not able to draw 
himself out of a difficulty, whatever the danger which 
threatens him ?" 

' '* Yes, if he has to deal with a loyal foe, who stands 
resolutely before him, and fights with equal weapons." 

" What other danger can he fear ?" 

" Brighteye, Brighteye !" the hunter continued, 
Badly, " you have lived too long among the Missouri fur 
traders." 

" Which means ?" the Canadian asked, somewhat 

piqued. 

" Come, my friend, do not feel vexed at m-^ \&Tasa^^\ 
but it is evident to me, tliat ^o\3l \ka:^^> Ssi. ^ ^'^'^ 
measure, forgotten prairie Yiabita:' 



104 THE INmJLN SCOUT. 

'* Hum !" that is a serious charge against a hunter, 
Marksman ; and in what, if you please, have I forgotten 
desert manners ?" 

" By Jove ! in seeming no longer to remember that, 
in the country where we now are, every weapon is good 
to get rid of an enemy." 

"Eh! I know that as well as you, my friend; I 
know, too, that the most dangerous weapon is that 
which is concealed." 

" That is to say, treachery." 
' The Canadian started. "Do you fear treachery, 
then ?" he asked. 
, " What else can I fear ?'* 

''That is true," the hunter said, with a drooping 
head; "but," he added, a moment after, "what is to 
be done ?" 

" That is the very thing that embarrasses me. Still 
I cannot remain much longer in this state; the un- 
certainty is killiDg me ; at all risks I must know what 
has happened." 

" But in what way :" 
' " I know not. Heaven will inspire me." 

" Still, you have an idea ?" 

" Of course, I have." 

"What is it?" 

" This — and I count on you to help me in carrying it 
out." 

Brighteye afifectionately pressed his friend's hand. 
" You are right," he said ; ** now for your idea." 

" It is very simple ; we will leave the camp directly, 
and go along the river side." 

" Yes, — I would merely draw your attention to the 
J^4 that the storm will soon break out, and the rain is 
a/readjr faUing in large drops." 
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*' The greater reason to make haste." 

"That is true." 

" Then you will accompany me ?" 

"By Jove ! did you doubt it, perchance?'* 
* "I am a goose; forgive me, brother, and thank you.'* 

** Why so ? on the contrary, I ought to thank you." 
. "How so?" 

" Why, thanks to you, I am going to take a delightful 
walk." 

Marksman did not answer ; the hunters saddled and 
bridled fheir horses, and after inspecting their arms 
with all the care of men who are convinced that they 
will soon have occasion to use them, they mounted and 
rode toward the gate of the camp. Two sentries were 
standing motionless and upright at the gate ; they 
placed themselves before the woodrangers. The latter 
had no intention of going out unseen, as Ihey had no 
reason for hiding their departure. 

" You are going away r" one of the sentries asked. 

"No; we are merely going to make a survey of the 
country." 

"At this hour?" 

"Why not?" 

" Hang it ! I think it pleasanter to sleep in such 
weather, than ride about the prairie." 

"You think wrong, comrade," Marksman answered, 
in a peremptory tone ; " and, in the first place, bear 
this in mind, I am not accountable for my actions to any 
one ; if I go out at this hour in the storm which is 
threatening, I have possibly powerful motives for my 
conduct ; now, will you or no let us pass ? Kemember, 
however, that I shall hold you responeibl'b isst ^k^ ^'^^^ 
you occasion in the execution oi m^ ^\kq&?'' 
The tone emj^lojeA by the huiilet Va ^^ekx^^'&v^^*^'^^ 
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struck the two sentries ; they consulted together in a 
low voice; after which, the man who had hitherto 
spoken turned to the two hunters, who were quietly- 
awaiting the result of this deliberation. "You can 
pass," he said ; " you are at liberty to go wherever you 
think proper, I have done my duty in questioning 
you, and may Heaven grant you are doing yours in 
going out thus." 

" You will soon know. One word more.'* 
" I am listening." 

"Our absence will probably be short; if not, we 
shall return by sunriee; still, pay great attention to 
this recommendation : should you hear the cry of the 
jaguar repeated thrice, at equal intervals, mount at full 
speed, and come, not you alone, but followed by a dozen 
of your comrades, for, when you hear that cry, a great 
danger will menace the Cuadrilla, Now, you under- 
stand me ?" 
"Perfectly." 

" And will you do what I advise ?" 
" I will do so, because you are the friends we ex- 
pected, and treachery could not be feared from you." 
"Good." 

"I wish you luck." 

The hunters went on, and the gate was immediately 
closed after them. 

The woodrangers had scarce entered the prairie, ere 
ihe hurricane, which had threatened since sunset, 
broke out furiously. A brilliant flash of lightning 
crossed the sky, followed almost instantaneously by a 
startling clap of thunder. The trees bowed beneath 
the fury of the blast, and the rain began falling in tor- 
reu^s. The adventurers advanced with extreme diffi- 
ea/^jr^ amid the chaos of the infuiiated d<ameDL\a\ "^^^^ 
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horses, startled by the howling of the tempcBt, reared 
and shied at every step. The darkness had become so 
dense, that, although walking side by side, the two men 
could scarce see each other. The trees, twisted by the 
omnipotent blast, uttered almost human cries, answered 
by the mournful howling of the terrified wild beasts, 
while the stream, swollen by the rain, rose into wayes, 
whose foaming crests broke with a crash against the 
sandy banks. 

Brighteye and Marksman, case-hardened against the 
desert temporales, shook their heads contemptuously at 
every effort of the gust, which passed over them like an 
ardent simoom, and continued to advance, searching 
with the eye the gloom that enveloped them like a heavy 
shroud, and listening to the noises which the echoes 
bandied about. 

In this way they reached the ford of the Eubio, 
without exchanging a syllable. Then they stopped, as 
if by mutual agreement. 

The Rubio, a lost and unknown affluent of the Qreat 
Bio Colorado del Norte, into which it falls after a 
winding course of hardly twenty leagues, is in ordinary 
times a narrow stream, on which Indian canoes have a 
difficulty in floating, and which horses can ford almost 
anywhere, with the water scarce up to their girths ; 
but at this hour the placid stream had suddenly become 
a mad and impetuous torrent, noisily rolling along, in 
its deep and muddy waters, uprooted trees, and even 
masses of rock. 

To dream of crossing the Eubio at this moment 
would have been signal folly ; a man so rash as to at- 
tempt the enterprise, would have been carried oS. \s\. ^ 
few seconds by its fiorious waves, -w^ioaa ^^^"^ ^osl^^Rfe 
grew wider every moment. 
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l^e hunters remained for a moment motionless be- 
neath the torrents of rain that inundated them, regard- 
ing with thoughtful eye the water that still rose and 
rose, and holding in with great dilBficulty their startled 
horses, which reared with hoarse snorts of fear. 

These men, with their hearts of bronze, stood stoic- 
ally amid the frightful uproar of the unchained ele- 
ments, not seeming to notice the awful tempest that 
howled around them, and as calm and easy-minded as 
if they were comfortably seated in some snug cave, near 
a merry fire of twigs. They had only one idea, that of 
assisting the man whom they suspected of running a 
terrible danger at this moment. 

Suddenly they started, and quickly raised their heads, 
while looking fixedly and eagerly in front of them. But 
the darkness was too thick; they could distinguish 
nothing. 

In the midst of the thousand sounds of the tempest, 
a cry had struck their ear. This cry was a last appeal, 
a harsh and prolonged cry of agony, such as the strong 
man conquered by fatality utters, when he is forced to 
confess his impotence, when everything fails him at 
once, and he has no other resource than Heaven. The 
two men leaned forward quickly, and placing their 
hands to their mouth funnelwise, uttered in their turn 
a shrill and lengthened cry. 

Then they listened. At the end of a moment a se- 
cond cry, more piercing and desperate than the first, 
reached their ears. 

" Oh !" Marksman shouted, as he rose in his stirrups 
and closed his fists in fury, " that man is in danger of 
death." 

'' Whoever he is, we must save him," Brighteye an- 
pemi boldly. 
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They had understood each other. But how to isave 
this man? Where was he? What danger menaced 
him ? Who could answer these questions which they 
mentally asked themselves ? 

At the risk of being carried off by the torrent, the 
hunters forced their horses to enter the river, and lying 
almost on the necks of the noble animals, they investi- 
gated the waters. But, as we have said, the darkness 
was too thick, they could see nothing. 

" The demon interferes," Marksman said, in despair. 
*' Oh, heavens ! shall we let this man die without going 
to his aid?" 

At this moment a flash of lightning crossed the sky, 
with a dazzling zigzag. By its fugitive gleam, the 
hunters saw a horseman struggling furiously against the 
efforts of the waves. 

** Courage! courage!" they shouted. 
" Help !" the stranger replied, in a shaking voice. 
There was no time for hesitation^ for every second 
was an age. 

The man and horse struggled courageously against the 
torrent that bore them «way, and the hunters' resolution 
was formed in a second. They silently shook hands, 
and at the same moment dug their spurs into their 
horses' flanks ; the animals reared with a shriek of pain, 
but, compelled to obey the iron hands that held them, 
they bounded in terror into the middle of the stream. 

Suddenly two shots were heard ; a bullet passed with 
a whistle between our two friends, and a cry of pain 
was heard from the water. The man they had come to 
help was wounded. The storm was still increasing ; 
the flashes succeeded each other with, extt^^^st^vaax^ 
rapidity. The hunters noticed t\i^ «fecwi^^T OCw^^^i'^^J^ 
Ju3 saddle, and letting his "hoxee (iwcx^ \i'«ssL ^V^s^'^ " 
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liked ; then, on the other bank, a man with his body 
bent forward, and his rifle shouldered, in readiness to 
fire. 

''Each man his own," Ularksman said, laconically. 
'* Good !" Brighteye said, with equal brevity. 
The Canadian took the reata hanging at liie saddle 
^ bow, and swinging it round his head, awaited the gleam 
of the next flash. It did not last long, but though it 
was so rapid, Brighteye had taken advantage of the 
transient gleam to hurl his reata. The leather cord 
whizzed out, and the running knot at the end fell on 
the neck of the horse which wrestled so bravely with 
the torrent. 

''Courage! courage!" Brighteye shouted; "help, 
Marksman, help !" And giving a smart shake to his 
horse, he made it rise on its hind legs just as it was 
losing its footing, and forced it toward the river. 

" Here I am," Marksman said, who was watching for 
the opportunity to fire : " patience, I am coming." 

Suddenly he pulled the trigger, the bullet went forth, 
and from the other bank a cry of pain aud rage reached 
the hunters. 

"He is hit," Marksman said; "to-morrow I shall 
know who the scamp is ;" and throwing his rifle behind 
him, he hurried forward to join Brighteye. 

The horse the Canadian had lassoed, feeling itself 
supported and dragged toward the bank, seconded, with 
that intelligence possessed by these noble animals, the 
efforts made to save it. 

The two hunters held on the reata. The united 

strength of their steeds, helped by the lassoed horse, 

succeeded in breasting the current, and after a minute's 

struggle, they at length reached the bank. So soon as 

^^ej- were comparatively in safety, the Caa«Ai«na\^«^^ 
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from their saddles, and rushed toward the stranger's 
horse. 

So soon as it felt terra firma under its feet, the noble 
animal had stopped, apparently comprehending that, if 
it advanced, it would cast its master against the rocks 
that covered the ground, for, although insensible, he 
still held the bridle firmly clasped in his clenched hand. 
The hunters cut the bridle, raised the man they had so 
miraculously saved in their arms, and carried him a few 
paces further to the foot of a tree, where they gently 
laid him ; then, both eagerly bending over his body, 
awaited a flash which would enable them to see him. 

'* Oh 1" Marksman said, as he drew himself up, with 
an expression of grief, mingled with terror, '' Don Miguel 
Ortega ! 

CHAPTER XII. 

DON STEFANO COHECHO. 

•As we related a short time back, after leaving Brighteye 
Don Stefano had returned to the camp of the Gambu- 
sinos, into which he had managed to enter again unseen. 
Once inside the camp, the Mexican had nothing more 
to fear ; he went back to the fire, near which his horse 
was picketted, patted the noble brute, which turned to- 
ward him, and pricked up its ears at his approach, and 
then lay down calmly, rolled himself in his wraps, and 
fell asleep with that placidity peculiar to consciences 
at rest. 

Several hours elapsed, and no sound arose to disturb 
the calmness that brooded over the camp. Suddenly 
Don Stefano opened his eyes, for a hand had been gentbj 
laid on his right shoulder. 
The Mesdcaa looked at the man -^^o m\.«tt.\x^NftV^^ 
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sleep ; by the light of the paling stars he recognized 
Domingo. Don Stefano rose, and silently followed the 
Gambusino. The latter led him to the entrenchments, 
probably with the design of speaking without fearing 
indiscreet ears. 

** Well ?'' Don Stefano asked him, when the Gambu- 
sino had made a sign that he could speak. 

Domingo, obeying the order he had received from 
Erighteye, concisely related to him all that had hap- 
pened in the prairie. On learning that the Canadian 
had succeeded in meeting Marksman, Don Stefano gave 
a start of joy, and began listening to the Gambusino's 
story with increasing interest. When the latter at last 
finished, or at any rate remained silent, he asked him — 
"Is that all r" 

** All," the other answered. 

Don Stefano drew out his purse, and took from it 
several gold pieces, which he handed to Domingo ; the 
latter took them with a gesture of pleasure. 

" Did Brighteye give you no message for me :" the 
Mexican asked again. 

The other seemed to reflect for a moment. " Ah !'* 
he said, " I forgot ; the hunter bade me tell you, Excel- 
lency, not to leave the camp." 

" Do you know the reason of this recommendation r" 

"Certainly; he intends to join the Caadrilla this 
evening at the ford of the Rubio." 

The Mexican's brow grew dark. *' You are sure of 
that ?" he said. 

"That is what he said to me," 

There was a few moments' silence. " Good I" he 
then continued ; " the hunter added nothing further ?" 

''Nothing.'' 
''JEum r Bon Stefano muttered, " a^\ftT «\\, Vt \^ ^l 
consequence;'' then, leaning "heaViVy oil \\i^ ^wxi.- 
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busino's shoulder, he looked him fiercely in the face. 
*' Now," he added, laying a stress upon every word^ 
"remember this carefully ; you do not know me, what- 
ever happens ; you will not breathe a syllable of the 
way in which we met on the prairie." 

*' You may be assured of it. Excellency.'* 

'* I am assured," the Mexican replied, with an accent 
which made Domingo tremble, brave «s he was : "je- 
member the oath you took, and the pledge you gave me." 

" I shall remember." 

''If you keep your promise, and are faithful to me, it 
will be mine to keep you from want for life, — ^if not, 
look out." 

The Gambusino shook his shoulders with disdain, and 
answered ill-temperedly — " It is unnecessary to threaten 
me. Excellency ; what is said is said ; what is promised 
is promised." 

" We shall see." 

'' If you have nothing else to recommend to me, I 
believe we had better separate. The day is beginning 
to break ; my comrades will soon awake, and I fancy you 
are no more anxious than I am to be surprised together." 

*' You are right." They then parted. Don Stefano 
returned to his place, while the Gambusino laid himself 
down where he was, and both slept, or seemed to do so. 

With the first beams of the sun, Don Miguel raised 
the curtain of the tent, and walked toward his guest; 
the latter was soundly asleep. Don Miguel felt unwil- 
ling to trouble this peaceful sleep ; he sat down at the 
fire, brought together the logs, blew them up, rolled 
one maize cigarette, and smoked philosophically, while 
awaiting his guest's awakeniug. 

By this time all was movemexit Va. VJaa ^^xs^:^ % *^«^ 
GambuBinoa were attending to llaevt motuva^ ^n^Jc^^'^^ 
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some leading the horses to water, others lighting the 
fires, in order to prepare breakfast for the Cuadrilla ; in 
short, everybody was engaged in his own way on the 
general behalf. 

At length Don Stefano, on whose face a sunbeam had 
been playing for some minutes, thought it advisable to 
wake ; he turned round, stretched his limbs, and opened 
his eyes, while yawning several times. 

*^ CaramhaP^ he said, as he drew himself up, '*itis 
day already ; how quickly a night is passed ; I feel as 
if I had been hardly an hour asleep." 

" I see with .pleasure that you have slept soundly, 
Caballero," Don Miguel said politely to him. 

''What ! is^that you, my host?" Don Stefano ex- 
claimed, with perfectly well-acted surprise ; " the day 
will be a happy one for me, since the first face I notice, 
on opening my eyes, is that of a friend." 

" I accept the compliment as politeness on your part.'' 

" On my word, no : I assure you that whatj I say to 
you is the sincere expression of my thought," the Mexi- 
can said, simply ; '* it is impossible to do the honours of 
the desert better, or comprehend the holy laws of hos- 
pitality more thoroughly.'* 

" I thank you for the good opinion you are kind enough 
to have of me. I trust that you will not leave us yet, 
but consent to remain several days with us." 

" Would I could, Don Miguel — Heaven is my witness, 
that I should be delighted to enjoy your charming com- 
pany for a short time ; unfortunately, that is utterly 
impossible." 

*' Why so ?" 

*' Alas ! an imperious duty compels me to leave you 
this very day; I am really in despair at this vexatious 
mischance, '' 
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" What motive can be so powerful as to force you to 
leave us so suddenly ?*' 

'* A very trivial motive, and which will probably make 
you smile. I am a merchant of Santa P^ ; a few days 
back, the successive failures of several houses at Mon- 
terey, with which I am extensively connected, obliged 
me to leave my house suddenly, in order to try and save, 
by my presence, a few waifs from the shipwreck with 
which I am threatened ; I set out without asking any- 
body's advice, and here lam.'* 

*' Bat," Don Miguel objected, " you are still a long 
way from Monterey.'' 

" I know it ; and it is that which drives me to despair. 
I have a frightful fear of arriving too late ; the more so, 
as I have been warned that the people with whom I have 
to do are rogues : the sums they owe me are large, and 
form, I am sorry to say, the largest part of my fortune." 

** Caspita / if that is the case, I can understand that 
you are anxious to get there. I could not suspect that 
you had so serious a motive for pressing on." 

'* You see how it is ; so pity me, Don Miguel.*' 

All this conversation was carried on by the two men 
with a charmiog ease, and a simplicity perfectly well- 
assumed on both sides ; still neither was duped : Don 
Stefano, as so often happens, had committed the enormous 
fault of being too clever, and advancing beyond the 
limits of prudence, while trying to persuade this man 
of the sincerity of his words. This feigned sincerity 
had aroused Don Miguel's suspicions for two reasons : 
in the first place, if Don Stefano were going from Santa 
Fe to Monterey, he was not only off the road he ought 
to have followed, but was completely turnm^ \ii^\ii^^«w 
on those two towns — an error "w^nftYL \i\a \^<2rt«s^^'^ ^*^ 
the topography of the country iniade\uwic««iTs^V^wN: 
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out suspeoting it. The second instance was equally 
premature: no merchant would have ever attempted, 
however grave the motive of such a journey, to cross the 
desert alone, for fear of the Indian hravos, the pirates, 
the wild heasts, and countless other dangers no less great, 
to which he would be exposed, without possible hope of 
escaping them* 

Still, Don Miguel pretended to admit, without dis- 
cussion, the reasons his guest offered him, and it was 
with an air of the utmost conviction that he answered, — 
*' In spite of the earnest desire I may have of enjoying 
your agreeable society longer, I will not detain you, 
friend, for I understand how urgent it must be for you 
to hurry on." 

Don Stefano bowed with an almost imperceptible smile 
of triumph. 

*' In short, *' Don Miguel added, " I wish that you may 
succeed in saving your fortune from the claws of those 
rogues ; but at any rate, I hope, Caballero, that wa shall 
not separate before breakfasting. I confess that your 
refusal to accept a share of my scanty supper last night 
pained me." 

** Oh," Don Stefano interrupted him, " believe me, 
Caballero " 

" You gave me a very admirable excuse," Don Miguel 
continued, " but," he added, significantly, " we Gambu- 
sinoB and adventurers are singular fellows — we fancy, 
rightly or wrongly, that the guest who refiises to eat 
with us is our enemy, or will become^ so." 

Don Stefano gave a slight start at this unforeseen 
attack. " How can you imagine such a thing, Cabal- 
lero ?" he said, evasively. 

'^ It 18 not 1 who suppose, but all of us; it is a pre- 
judiee, a fooliah superstition ; call it aa -joxxWVe, \sv3X^^ 
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it is/' he said, with a smile as sharp as a dagger's pointy 
** and nothing will change our nature ; so that is settled, 
we will breakfast together, then I will wish you a pros- 
perous journey, and we shall part." 

Don Stefano's face assumed an expression of despair. 

" Really, I am the plaything of ill luck," he said, with 
a toss of the head. 

*' How so ?" 

" Good gracious, I knpw not how to explain it to you ; 
it is so absurd, that I really dare not ^" 

** Pray speak, Caballero ; although I am only an il- 
literate adventurer, I may possibly manage to understand 
you." 

*' The truth is, I shall hurt your feelings.'* 

" Not the least in the world : are you not my guest ? 
a guest is sent by heaven, that is to say, is sacred." 

Don Stefano hesitated. 

" Well," Don Miguel said, with a laugh, " I will have 
breakfast served ; perhaps that will undo your tongue." 

'^ That is the embarrassing point !" the Mexican] ex- 
claimed, quickly, with an accent of chagrin ; ''the fact 
is, that, in spite of my great desire to be agreeable to 
you, I cannot accept your kind invitation." 

The young man frowned. " Ah, ah !" he said, fixing 
a suspicious glance on the speaker, '* why so ?" 

" That is the very thing I dare not confess to you." 

" You can, Caballero ; have I not told you that you 
had the right to say anything ?" 

'* Good heavens, you force me to it," he continued, in 
a voice that grew even more melancholy ; " first imagine, 
then, that I have made a vow to Neustra Senora de los 
Angeles, never to take food befoift «v«M6a\.,^ft\Qi^%^»i*^Ksa* 
accursed journey lasts." 

''Ab r Dor Miguel said, mttim Wio«!a.\. o1\jsx^.^^ns^ 
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conversion, " but last evening, when I offered you supper, 
the sun had set a long time, I fancy." 

"Listen; I have not finished." 

« Go on." 

" And even then/' the Mexican continued, ** only to 
eat one of the maize tortillas I carry with me in my al- 
forjos, and which I had blessed by a priest, prior to my 
departure from Santa P^ ; you see, all this must seem to 
you very ridiculous, but we are fellow-countrymen, we 
have Spanish blood in our veins, and instead of laughing 
at my foolish superstition, you will pity me." 

" Caspita! the more so, because you have a rude pe- 
nance to undergo. I will not attempt to make you give 
up your superstition, for I too have mine 3 I believe that 
it is best not to return to the subject." 

"You are not angry with me, at least ?" 

" I — why should I be angry ?" 

" Then we are still good friends ?" * 

" More than ever," Don Miguel remarked, with a 
laugh. Still, the way in which these words were pro- 
nounced, but slightly reassured the Mexican — he took a 
side glance at the speaker, and then rose. 

"Are you going?" the young man asked him. 

" If you will permit me, I shall start." 

" Do so, my guest." 

Don Stefano, without further reply, immediately began 
saddling his horse. 

" You have a noble brute there," Don Miguel observed. 
! "Yes, he is a purely bred barb." 

" That is the first time I ever saw one of that precious 
race." 

"Pray have a good look at him." 

^'I thank you, but I should be afraid o£ dda^mg you ; 
--IioJa ! my borae/' he added, addresBras^^^'^^^'''^^^* 
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The latter brought up a mustang full of j&re, on the 
back of which Don Miguel leaped at a bound, while Don 
Stefano also mounted. 

"If you have no objectioo, I will have the honour of ac- 
companying you a little way, unless," he added, with a 
sarcastic smile, "you have made a vow which prevents it." 

" Come," Don Stefano .said, reproachfully, " you are 
angry with me." 

" On my faith, no ; I swear it." 

" Yery good : we will start when you please.*' 

" I am at your orders." 

They spurred their horses, and went out of the camp. 
They had scarce gone twenty yards, ere Don Miguel 
pulled up his horse and stopped. 

" Are you going to leave me already r" Don Stefano 
asked him. 

" I shall not go a step further," the young man an- 
swered, and drawing himself up fiercely and frowning, 
he said in a haughty tone, " Here you are no longer my 
guest ; we are out of my camp in the desert ; I can, 
therefore, explain myself clearly and plainly, and voto d 
hrios, I will do so." 

The Mexican regarded him with surprise. " I do not 
understand you,'* he said. 

" Perhaps so : I hope it is so, but I do not believe it. 
So long as you were my guest, I pretended to believe the 
falsehoods you told me ; but now that you are to me 
no more than the first comer, a stranger, I wish to tell 
you my thoughts frankly. I do not know by what name 
to address you to your livid face, but I am certain that 
you are my enemy, or, at any rate, a spy of my enemies." 

" Caballero ! these words — " Don StftCaxva ^"xsiJvsfiafiL^* 

"Do not interrupt me," tho "JOVXTl^ tsvsxil vs^sJoassv^-* 
TioIeBtijr. "I care little T?b.o you ^i^i \ \!^ Sa» ^xjS^^^^ 
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to have asked you : I thank you for having entered my 
camp, at any rate; if ever I meet you again, I shall re- 
cognize you : hut let me give you one piece of advice 
on parting : shake the dust off your hoots on leaving 
me, and do not come across me again, for it might hring 
you misfortune." 

*' Threats!" the Mexican interrupted, pale with rage. 

" Take my words as you please, hut remember them 
in the interest of your safety ; although I am only an 
adventurer, I give you at this moment a lesson in 
honesty you will do well to profit by; nothing would 
be easier for me than to acquire proofs of your treachery ; 
I have with me twenty devoted comrades, who, at a 
sign, would treat you very scurvily; and who, by 
searching your clothes and alforjos, would doubtless find 
among your blessed tortillas, ^^ he said, with a sardonic 
smile, " the reasons for the conduct you have employed 
toward me ever since we met ; but you have been my 
guest, and that title is your safeguard : go in peace, but 
do not cross my path again." 

While uttering the last words, he raised his arm and 
dealt a vigorous blow with his chicote on the rear of Don 
Stefano's horse. The barb, but little used to such treat- 
ment, started off like an arrow from a bow, in spite of 
all his rider's efforts to hold him in. 

Bon Miguel looked after him for a moment, and then 
returned to the camp, laughing heartily at the way in 
which he had ended the interview. 

" Come, lads," he said to the Gambusinos, " let us be 
off at once ; we must reach the ford of the Eubio before 
sunset, where the guide is awaiting us." 

And half an hour later the caravan set out. 
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CHAPTEK Xni. 

THE AMBUSCADE. 

No incident worthy of description troubled the journey 
during the day. The Cuadrilla traversed an uiidulating 
country, intersected by streams of slight depth, on the 
banks of which grew tall bushes, and clumps of cotton- 
wood trees, peopled by an infinity of birds, of every 
description and variety of plumage : on the horizon a 
long yellowish line, above which hung a dense cfoud 
which indicated the Rio Colorado Grande del Norte. 

As Don Miguel had announced, the ford of the Rubio 
was reached a few minutes bej^re sunset. We will 
explain here in a few words the mode in which caravans 
camp in the desert ; this description is indispensable, in 
order that the reader may understand how it is easy to 
leave or return to the camp unnoticed. 

The Cuadrilla, in addition to the ba^age mules, had 
with it fifteen waggons, loaded with merchandise. When 
the spot for camping was selected, the waggons were 
arranged in a square, with a distance of thirty-five feet 
between each : between the intervals were stationed six 
or eight men, who lit a fire, round which they assembled 
to cook, eat, smoke, and sleep. The horses were placed 
in the middle of the square, not far from the mysterious 
tent, which occupied exactly the centre. Each horse 
had the two off legs hobbled with a cord twenty inches 
long. We may remark that, although a horse thus 
hobbled feels very awkward at first, it soon accustoms 
itself to it sufficiently to be able to walk slowly. Be- 
sides, this prudential measure is taken in order that the 
horses may not stray, or be carried, oft Xyj \j£i<fe'V\^^«M^- 
Tiro horses are also put together, ou^ VvVJa. \\& i^afcX*^^-* 
and the other only held by a picket xo^e, ^o ^i\vaJt> "'^^^'^'^'^ 



122 THE INDIAN SCOUT. 

of an alarm, it may gallop round its companion, which 
thus serves, as it were, as a pivot. 

The space left free between the waggons was filled up 
with fascines, trees piled up on top of one another, and 
the mule bales. 

Nothing is more singular than the appearance of one 
of these camps on the prairie. The fires are surrounded 
by picturesque groups, seated or standing ; some cooking, 
others mending their clothes or their horses' trappings, 
others furbishing their weapons ; at intervals, bursts of 
laughter rise from the midst of the groups, which 
announce that merry stories are going the rounds, and 
that they are trying to forget the fatigues of the day, 
and preparing for those of the morrow. Then, to com- 
plete the picture, from distance to distance behind the 
entrenchments sentinels, calm and motionless, lean on 
their rifles. 

From the description we have given, it is easy to un- 
derstand that the waggons form a species of embrasures, 
by means of which an active man crawling under the 
carts can easily go out without being noticed by the 
sentries, and return whenever he pleases, without at- 
tracting the attention of his comrades, whose glances, 
usually directed on the prairie, have no reason to watch 
what goes on inside the camp. 

So soon as all was in order, and each installed as 
comfortably as circumstances permitted, Don Miguel had 
a fresh horse brought him, which he mounted, and ad- 
dressed his comrades collected around him. " Senores," 
he said, '* business of a pressing nature obliges me to go 
out for a few hours. Watch carefully over the camp 
during my absence ; above all, let no one enter. We 
are now in regions where the greatest caution is necessary 
^o guard against the treachery wbic\imceaBMi\X"^ m^ii^^^'e,, 
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and assumes every shape in order to deceive those whom 
negligence prevents being on their guard. The guide 
vre are expecting so impatiently will, doubtless, arrive 
in a few moments. All know him by repute ; perhaps 
he may come alone, or he may have somebody with him. 
This man, in whom we must place the greatest con- 
fidence, must, during my absence, be entirely free in his 
actions — go and come without the slightest obstacle 
being offered him. You have understood me ; so follow 
my instructions point by point. Besides, I repeat, I 
shall soon return." 

After making a farewell signal to his comrades, Don 
Miguel left the camp, and proceeded to the Eubio, the 
ford of which, being nearly dry at the moment, he 
easily crossed. 

What the chief of the adventurers had said to his 
comrades with reference to Marksman, was an inspira- 
tion of Heaven ; for, if he had not peremptorily ordered 
that the hunter should be allowed to act as he pleased, 
it is probable that the sentinels would have barred his 
passage ; and, in that case, the young man, deprived of 
the providential aid of the two backwoodsmen, would 
have been hopelessly lost. 

After crossing the ford, Don Miguel urged his horse 
at full speed straight ahead. This furious race lasted 
nearly two hours, through thickets, which at every mo- 
ment grew more closely together, and gradually were 
metamorphosed into a forest. 

After crossing a deep gorge, whose perpendicular 
sides were covered with impenetrable thickets, the young 
man arrived at a species of narrow lane, into which the 
paths of wild beasts opened, and iu llaa Cievi\x^ ^1 -ss^ssssSc^. 
an Indian, dresBed in liift war coftta'ai^> «cA ^\svsJ«s^% 
gravely, crouched over a fire oi boi^s de •oacT\e ; ^\S^^^^^^ 
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horse; hobbled a short distance off, was busily browsing 
on the young tree-shots. So soon as he saw the Indian, 
Don Miguel pushed on even at greater speed. '^ Good 
evening, Chief!" he said, as he leaped lightly to the 
ground^ and amicably pressed the hand the warrior held 
out to him. 

" Wah !" the Chief said to him, " I no longer ex- 
pected my pale brother.*' 

'* Why so, as I had promised to come ?" 

" Perhaps it would have been better for the Paleface 
to remain in his camp. Addick is a warrior ; he has 
discovered a trail." 

** Good; but trails are not wanting on the prairie." 

" Och ! this is wide, and incautiously trodden ; it is 
a Paleface trail." 

" Bah ! what do I care?" the young man remarked, 
carelessly. " Do you fancy my band the only one cross- 
ing the prairie at this moment ?" 

The Eedskin shook his head. '^ An Indian warrior 
is not mistaken on the war trail. It is the trail of an 
enemy of my brother's." 

" What makes you suppose that ?" 

The Indian did not seem willing to explain himself 
more clearly ; he turned his head, and, after a moment, 
said, " My brother will see." 

''I am strong — well-armed. I care very little for 
those who would try to surprise us." 

" One man is not worth ten," the Indian remarked, 
sententiously. 

'* Who knows ?" the young man answered, lightly. 
" But," he continued, ," that is not the question of the 
moment. I have come here to seek the news the Chief 
promised me.^^ 
^' The promise of Addick is sacxed." 
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" I know it, Chief, and that is why I did not hesitate 
to come. But time is slipping away. I have a long 
journey to go, to join my comrades again. A storm is 
getting up ; and I confess that I should like very little 
to be exposed to it during my return. Be kind enough 
to be brief." 

The Chief bowed in assent, and pointed to a place by 
his side, 

"Good. "Now begin, Chief; I am all attention," 
Don Miguel said, as he threw himself on the ground. 
"And, in the first place, how comes it that I haye not 
seen you till to-day ?" 

" Because,*' the Indian answered, phlegmatically, " as 
my brother knows, it is far from here to Queche Pitao 
(the City of God). A warrior is but a man ; Addick 
has accomplished impossibilities to join his Paleface 
brother sooner." 

" Be it so. Chief ; I thank you. Now let us come to 
facts. What has happened to you since our parting ?" 

" Quiepaa Tani opened its gates wide before the two 
young pale virgins. They are in safety, in the Queche, 
far from the eyes of their enemies." 

" And did they give you no message for me ?" 

The Indian hesitated for a second. 

" No," he said at length ; " they are happy, and they 
wait." 

Don Miguel sighed. " That's strange," he muttered. 

The Chief took a stealthy look at him. " What will 
my brother do ?" he asked. 

" I shall soon be near them." 

" My brother is wrong. No one knows where they 
are. For what good reveal their refuge ?" 

" Soon, I hope, I shall be feee \;c> BlcXi^VOc^^-v^!^ ^^'sevs^^ 
indiscreet eyes." 
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A gloomy flame sparkled in the Indian's eye. 

*' Wacondah alone is master of to-morrow/' he said. 

Don Miguel looked at him. 

" What does the Chief mean ?" 

*' Nothing but what I say." 

" Good. "Will my brother accompany me to my camp ?" 

" Addick will return to Quiepaa Tani, that he may 
watch over those whom his brother has confided to him.'* 

" Shall I see you again soon?" 

" Perhaps so," he answered evasively : " but," he 
added, "did not my brother say that he expected soon 
to go to the Queche ?" 

"Yes." 

" When will my brother come ?" 

"At the latest, on the first day of next month. Why 
this question ?" 

" My brother is a Paleface : if Addick himself does 
not introduce him into the Queche, the white Chief 
cannot enter it." 

" That is true ; at the period I stated, I will meet you 
at the foot of the mound where we parted." 

"Addick will be there." 

" Good ! I count upon you ; but now I must leave 
you : night is rapidly falling ; the wind is beginning to 
blow furiously. I must be off." 

" Farewell," the Chief said laconically, making no 
attempt to stop him. 

" Good-bye." 

The young man leapt into the saddle, and started at 

full speed. Addick watched him depart with a pensive 

air; then, when he had disappeared behind a clump of 

trees, he leaned slightly forward, and imitated twice the 

Jiisa of a cobra capello. At this signal the branches of 

a thicket a short distance from tlieftre^a.tl^^^wx\I\wx'^^> 
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and a man appeared. After looking suspiciously around 
him, ho walked toward the Chief, in front of whom he 
stopped. 

The man was Don Stefano Cohecho. " "Well ?*' he said. 

"Has my father heard?" the Indian asked, in an 
equivocal tone. 

''All." 

" Then I have nothing to tell my father." 

" Nothing." 

'* The storm is beginning : what will my father do ?" 

" What is agreed on. Are the Chiefs warriors ready ?" 

"Yes." 

'* Where are they ?" 

" At the appointed spot." 

"Good; let us start." 

" I am ready." 

These two men, who had evidently known each other 
for a long while, came to an understanding in a few 
words. 

" Come !" Don Stefano said in a loud voice. 

A dozen Mexican horsemen appeared. 

" Here is a reinforcement, in case the warriors are not 
sufficient," he said, turning to the Chief. 

The latter checked a movement of ill- temper, and re- 
plied, as he shrugged his shoulders disdainfully, — " What 
need of twenty warriors against a single man ?" 

" Because the man is worth a hundred," Don Stefano 
said, with an accent of conviction which caused the Chief 
to reflect. 

They started. In the meantime, Don Miguel had 
galloped on : still, he was far from suspecting the plot 
that was at this moment being formed against him ; and^ 
if he hurried on, it was not t\ixou«\v aa^ ^y^t^^sws^^s^^ 
but because the wind, whose VioVetie,^ vnsst^-asR.^ 'ss^^^^ 
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minnte, and the heavy drops of rain, which b^an fall- 
ing, warned him to seek shelter as speedily as possible. 
While galloping, he reflected on the short interview he 
had had witii the Bedskin warrior. While turning over 
in his mind the words exchanged between them, he felt 
a vague alarm, a secret fear, invade his heart, though it 
was impossible to account for the emotion he experienced ; 
he fancied he could read treachery behind the Chiefs 
studied reticence ; he now remembered that he at times 
seemed embarrassed while talking with him. Trembling 
lest a misfortune had happened to the young ladies, or 
a peril menaced them, he felt his anxiety heightened ; 
the more so, as he knew not what means he should em- 
ploy to insure the fidelity of the man whom he suspected 
of perfidiousness. 

Suddenly, a dazzling flash shot across the open, his 
horse suddenly bounded aside, and two or three bullets 
whistled past him. The young man sat up in his saddle. 
He was in the middle of the gorge he had traversed a 
few hours previously ; a profound obscurity enveloped 
him on all sides, and in the shadow all around him, he 
fancied he could detect the outlines of human forms. At 
this moment, other shots were fired at him, his hat was 
carried off by a bullet, and several arrows passed close 
to his face. 

Don Miguel raised his head boldly. " Ah ! traitors !" 
he shouted in a loud voice. And, lifting his horse with 
his knees, he rushed forward at headlong speed, holding 
the bridle between his teeth, half bending over his 
steed's neck, and with a revolver in each hand. 

A frightful war-yell was heard, mingled with piercing 
imprecations uttered in Spanish. 
Don Miguel passed like a tornado through the body of 
jnen moving round him, and di8c\\aig^^\i\^x^'^^VN«t^ia 
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the thickest of his unknown enemies. Cries of pain and 
rage, bullets and arrows pursued him, but did not check 
the headlong speed of his horse, which seemed no longer 
to touch the earth, and rapidly did it course along. 

Behind him the young man heard the galloping of 
several horses, hastening in pursuit. ** Treachery, trea- 
chery !" he shouted, brandishiDg his sabre, making his 
horse rear, and bounding like a jackal in the midst of the 
throng which incessantly closed in upon him. 

Suddenly, at the height of the contest, at the superior 
moment when he felt his strength was deserting him, 
three shots came from the darkness, and his assailants, 
attacked in the rear, were compelled in their turn to de- 
fend themselves against invisible foes. 

" "We are coming !" a ^out voice shouted, whose ener- 
getic accent made the assailants tremble. " Hold your 
own ! hold your own !" 

Don Miguel responded by a terrific yell, and threw 
himself into the thick of the fight with redoubled efforts : 
now that he knew himself to be supported, he felt ho 
was saved. The crowd gave way in the shadow, like 
ripe corn beneath the reaper's scythe ; the compact mass 
of assailants parted asunder, and 'three men, or three 
demons, rushed into the hole they had made, and bounded 
forward to the side of the adventurer. 

'* Ah, ah !" the latter exclaimed, with a bitter burst 
of laughter, ** the fight is now equal ; forward, comrades, 
forward !" And he threw himself once more into the 
medley, followed by these intrepid allies. 

"Who were these men ? Whence did they come ? he 
did not know or dream of asking them. Besides, this 
was not the moment for explanations : they must Q.<i\!v.- 
quer or die. 

"Kill bim, kill him !" a man yeWe^, ^Vq T\^.^^^^^^^^ 
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him every moment with uplifted sabre, tmd in all the 
ferocious ardour of an inveterate hatred. 

" Ah ! it is you, Don Stefano Cohecho !" Don Miguel 
shouted ; " I felt sure we should meet ; your voice has 
denounced you." 

" Death to him !'' the latter answered. 
The two men rushed upon each other, their horses met 
with a terrible shock, and the man whom the adventurer 
took for Don Stefano rolled on the ground. 

'* Victory !" Don Miguel shouted, as he cut down with 
his machete all within his reach. 

His unknown friends, who were still by his side, 
rushed after him. In spite of all their efforts, the attack- 
ing party were unable to keep their position, and began 
flying in every direction. The gorge was free ; no ob- 
stacle longer opposed Don Miguel's flight : he pressed 
his]]horse, and the noble beast redoubled its ardour. When 
so far free, the young man looked around him. His un- 
known defenders had suddenly disappeared, as if by en- 
chantment. 

" What is the meaning of this ?" he murmured. 
At this moment he felt on his left arm something re- 
sembling a blow frona a whip : a bullet had struck him. 
This wound recalled him to a sense of his present position. 
His enemies had rallied, and recommenced their pur- 
suit. Before him he heard the yellow waters of the 
Rubio growling ; the wrath of heaven and of man seemed 
leagued together to overwhelm him ; it was then that a 
mad terror seized upon him ; he fancied himself lost, and 
uttered that first cry of agony heard by the hunters. 

Still, his pursuers gained rapidly upon him ; without 

hesitation or reflection, he plunged into the Eubio with 

•bJ8 horse ; some twenty bullets dashed up the water 

i^>imd bim ; he turned bravely on "hia atee^i, «sA^^^^ 
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last shots from his revolvers, uttering that cry to which 
the hunters had replied with the word, — " Courage !" 

But human nature has limits which it cannot pass. 
This last effort exhausted the little strength left him, 
and, frantically clutching the bridle of his horse, he rolled 
into the river and fainted, while saying, in a stifled 
voice, — " Laura, Laura !*' 

Two shots crossed each other above his head, one flred 
by the man who was aiming at him from the bank, the 
other by Marksman. The stranger uttered a yell like 
a wild beast, turned away staggering like a drunken 
man, and disappeared. 

"Who was this man ? — ^was he dead or merely wounded? 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE TKAVELLERS. 

The events we have undertaken to narrate are so mingled 
with incidents intertwined in each other by that fa- 
tality of accident which governs human life that we are 
compelled once more, to our great regret, to interrupt 
our story, and let the reader be present at a scene which 
took place not far from the E.ubio ford, on the same day 
that the events occurred which we have described in 
preceding chapters. 

At about one o'clock of the tardey that is to say, at 
the moment when the beams of the sun, which has 
reached itB zenith, pour down on the prairie such an in- 
tense heat, that everything which lives and breathes 
seeks shelter in the deepest part of the woods, three 
horsemen passed over the ford, and boldly entered the 
path Don Miguel Ortega was deatiiie^ \.o isJi^Lcs^ ^ \^^ 
iiours hiieT, 

These borBemen were wMte meiv» «^3l Vi^».\.Sa. \s^srsfcn 
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Mexicans ; it was easy to perceive, at the first glance, 
that they had not the slightest connection with any class 
of the adventurers who, under various names, such as 
Gambusinos, hunters, trappers, woodrangers, or pirates, 
swarm on the "Western Prairies, which they incessantly 
cross in every direction. 

The dress of these horsemen was that usually worn 
by the Mexican hacienderos on the frontiers : — ^The wide 
brimmed hat, gallooned, and decorated with the toquilla, 
the manga ; the short calzoneras, open at the knee ; the 
zarap6 ; the hotaa vaqueras, and the armas de agua^ with- 
out which no one ventures on the desert. They were 
armed with rifles, revolvers, navajas, and machetes. 
Their horses, at this moment oppressed by the heat, but 
slightly refreshed by passing the ford, held their heads 
up proudly, and showed that, if necessary, they could 
have gone a long journey, in spite of their apparent fa- 
tigue. 

Of the three horsemen, one seemed to be the master, 
or at least the superior, of the other two. He was a 
man of fifty years of age, with hard, energetic features, 
imprinted, however, with rare frankness, and great re- 
solution ; he was tall, well built, and robust ; and he 
sat upright and stiff on his saddle, with that confidence 
which denotes the old soldier. His companions belonged 
to the class of Indies Manzos, a bastard race, in which 
Spanish blood and Indian blood are so mixed that it is 
impossible to assign them any characteristic type. Still, 
the richness of their dress, and the way in which they 
rode by the first horseman's side, rendered it easy to 
guess that they were confidential servants, men whose 
fidelity had been long proved — almost friends, in short, 
and not domeatics, in the vulgar acceptation of the term. 
-dff far as it is possible to recognize l\ie si^"^oi Mi\\i^\^^> 
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in whose face traces of decrepitude are nearly always 
invisible, these two men must have reached middle age, 
that is, from forty to forty-five years. 

These three horsemen rode a short distance behind 
each other, with a thoughtful and sorrowful air : at times 
they turned a glance of discouragement around, stifled a 
sigh, and continued their journey with drooping heads, 
like men convinced they have undertaken a task beyond 
their strength, but whom their will and, before all, their 
devotion urge onwards at all. risks. 

The presence of these strangers on the banks of the 
Rubio was, indeed, one of those unusual facts which no 
one would have been able to explain, and which would 
certainly have greatly surprised the hunters or Indians 
who might have seen them. 

In the country where they now were, animals were 
rare ; hence they were not hunting. These regions, re- 
mote from all civilized zones, fatally bordered unexplored 
countries, the last refuge of the Indians ; these men 
were, therefore, neither traders nor ordinary travellers. 

What reason could have been so powerful as to urge 
them to bury themselves in the desert, so few in num- 
ber, where every human face must be to them that of 
an enemy ? Where were they going ? what were they 
seeking ? This question none but the men themselves 
could have answered. 

The ford had been passed ; before them lay extended 
a barren and sandy plain, opening on the gorge to which 
we have already alluded. On this plain not a blade of 
grass glistened : the burning beams of the sun descended 
perpendicularly on the parched sand, which rendered 
the heat, if possible, more oppressive and atl^LVXi^. ^'^'^ 
eldest of the travellers turned to "^iVa ^ota-^^xi^vstL^*- — 
^'Courage, itfuchacos !" he said, m a ^"eiOLWa ^^vi^ ^s^^ 
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sadsmile^ as he pointed to the edge of the *fbrest, not 
more than three miles £rom them, whose close and thick 
vegetation promised them a refreshing shade. " Courage t 
we shall soon rest." 

" Tour Excellency need not trouble yourself about 
us/* one of the criados answered ; " what your Excel- 
lency endures without complaining, we can sdso endure." 

"The heat is stifling : hence, like yourselves, I feel 
the want of a few hours* isest." 

" If absolutely necessary, we could go on a long time 
yet," the man who had already spoken said, " but our 
horses can hardly drag themselves along. The poor 
beasts are almost foundered.'* 

" Yes, men and beasts want rest. However strong 
our will may be, there are limits before which the human 
organization must yield. Courage ! in an hour we shall 
have arrived.'* 

**Come, come. Excellency, do not think of us any 
more.'* 

The first traveller made no answer, and they con» 
tinned their journey in silence. 

They soon reached the gorge, which they passed 
through, and found themselves among thickets, which, 
gently approaching, began to ofier them a scanty shade, 
but, just as they reached the spot the first traveller had 
pointed out for their halt, he suddenly stopped and 
turned to his jcompanions,— " Look there," he said, " do 
you not see a slight pillar of smoke rising in the thicket, 
down there in front of us, a little on the left of the 
skirt of the forest?'* 

They looked. "In truth," the elder answered, 

" there can be no mistake about it, although from hero 

jY might be taken for a mist ; still, tti^ 'wa^ ia 'which the 

spiraj rises, and ita blue tinge, prove ttiat \V» vi^siasJto*"^ 
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"After the ten mortal days we haye been wandering 
about these immense solitudes without meeting a living 
soul, that fire must be welcome to us, for it indicates 
man, that is, friends ; let us go straight up to them, then ; 
perhaps we shall obtain from them some yaluable infor- 
mation about the object of our journey.'* 

" Pardon me, Excellency," the creado answered, quick- 
ly, "when we quitted the Presidio, you promised to 
place yourself in my hands, so excuse my giving you 
some advice, which, under present circumstances, will be 
very useful to you." 

" Speak, my excellent Bermudez, I place the most per- 
fect confidence in your experience and fidelity ; your 
advice will be well received by me.'* 

'' Thanks, Excellency," the man answered, whom he 
had called Bermudez, *' I have been a long time your 
vaquero, and in that capacity have been frequently mix- 
ed up both with hunters and Indians, which has given me 
certain notions of desert life, by which I have profited* 
although I never before went so far on to the prairie as 
to-day. Hence, in the spot where we are, we must above 
all avoid a meeting with our fellow-men, and only accost 
them prudently, while employing the greatest precau- 
tions ; the more so, as we do not know whom we have 
before us, and if we have to deal with friend or foe.*' 

" It is true ; your remark is correct ; but, unfortunate- 
ly,'it is a little late.'* 

"Why so?" 

" Because, if we have seen the smoke of their fire, it 
is probable the people down there saw us long ago, and 
are spying all our movements, especially as we made no 
attempt at concealment.** 

" That is certain, Don Uaxiano, \]bsi\>\& ^^iXsccsir ^^i«t- 
mudez continued, with a slia^&d oJ \L\a \ifc^. *'^"^^«t> 
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then, what, with your permission, Excellency, I propose, 
in order to avoid any misunderstanding, which is always 
unpleasant ; you will remain here with Juanito, while I 
go on alone, and push on my reconnoissanceup to the Ere." 

Don Mariano hesitated to reply, for it seemed to him 
hard to refuse his old servant thus. 

*' Decide, Excellency," the latter said, quickly; "I 
know the Redskin way of talking ; they will salute me 
either with a shower of arrows,'»or ahullet ; but, as they 
are generally very bad shots, they are almost certain not 
to hit me, and then I will easily enter into negociations 
with them. You see that the risk I have to run is not 
tremendous." 

" Bermudez is right, Excellency," Juanito answered, 
sententiously ; being a methodical and silent man, who 
never took the word save under grave circumstances ; 
"you must let him act as he thinks proper." 

"!N"o !" Don Mariano said, resolutely, " I will never 
consent to that. God is master of our existence ; He 
alone can dispose of it at His will : if any accident hap- 
pened to you, my poor Bermudez, I should never pardon 
myself ; we will continue to advance together ; at any 
rate, if they are enemies before us, we shall be able to 
defend ourselves." 

Bermudez and Juanito were preparing to answer their 
master's objections, and the discussion would have pro- 
bably lasted a long while, but at this moment the gal- 
loping of a horse was heard, the grass parted, and a rider 
appeared about a dozen paces from the group. It was a 
white man, and dressed in the garb of the prairie hunters. 
" Hold, CabaUeros," he cried, as he made a friendly sign 
with his hand, and checked his horse ; " advance with- 
out; fear, you are welcome: I noticed your indecision, 
and am come to put an end to it.'' 
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The three men exchanged glances. 

" I thank you for your cordial invitation/' Don Ma« 
riano at length answered, *' and accept it gladly/' 

All suspicion being done away with, the four persons 
walked together toward the fire, which they reached a 
few moments later. Kear this fire were two Indians, 
man and wife. 

The travellers dismounted, took off saddle and bridle, 
and after giving their horses food, seated themselves 
with a sign of satisfaction by their new friends, who 
did the honour of their provisions and bivouac with all 
the cordial simplicity of the desert. 

The reader has doubtless recognized Ruperto, Plying 
Eagle, and Eglantine, whom we left proceeding toward 
the Chiefs village, whither Ruperto had received orders 
from Marksman to accompany the Chief. 

Don Mariano and his companions were not only fa- 
tigued, but also excessively hungry ; the hunter and the 
Indians left them at full liberty to assuage their appe- 
tites, and when they saw them light their papelitos, 
they imitated them, and the conversation began. Turn- 
ing at first on the ordinary topics of the desert, the 
weather, the heat, and the abundance of game, it soon 
grew more intricate, and assumed even a serious cha- 
racter. 

'*Now that the meal is ended. Chief,*' Ruperto said, 
" put out the fire ; it is unnecessary for us to reveal our 
presence to the vagabonds who are doubtless prowling 
about the prairie." 

Eglantine, at a sign from Flying Eagle, put out the 
fire. 

" It was, indeed, your smoke which betto^^^i. ^^"^V 
Don Mariano remarked. 

''Ohr Ruperto said, mt\i a lau^^i, ^'-Xiiiwoj^^ ^^ 
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-wished it ; had we not, we should haye made our fire 
so as to remain unseen." 

" You wish, then, to be discovered ?" 

" Yes ; it was a throw of the dice." 

'* I do not understand you." 

" What I say to you seems an enigma, but you will 
soon be able to understand it. Look," the hunter added, 
stretching out his arm in the direction of the gorge, 
'^ do you see that horseman going at full speed ? in a 
quarter of an hour, at the most, he will be up with us ; 
owing to the precaution I have taken, he will pass 
without noticing us." 

" Do you fear anything from that horseman ?" 

" l^othing ; on the contrary, the Chief and myself 
are here to help him." 

" You know him then ?" 

''Not the least in the world.*' 

** Hum ! you are becoming more and more incompre- 
hensible, Caballero." 

*' Patience," the hunter said, with a laugh, " did I 
not tell you you should soon have a solution of the en- 
igma ?" 

" Yes, and I confess that my curiosity is so excited, 
that I am impatiently waiting it." 

In the meanwhile, the horseman Kuperto had pointed 
out to Don Mariano came up rapidly, and soon passed, 
as tlie hunter had foreseen, a few paces from the bivouac, 
without noticing it. So soon as he had disappeared in 
the forest, Ruperto began again : — "A few hours ago," 
he said, " not far from the spot where we now are, the 
Chief and I, without wishing it, overheard a conver- 
sation of which this horseman was the object, a con- 
versatioa in which the question was aim^^ly to make 
'at fall into an odious snare. I do not 'kao^ ^"^^ ^^^^ 
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horseman is, nor do I wish to know it, but I haye an 
instinctive repulsion to all that in the slightest degree 
resembles treachery. This Indian Chief, like myself, 
immediately resolved on saving this Caballero, if it were 
possible ; we knew that he must pass by here, as he had 
an appointment with one of the men whom accident, or 
rather Providence, had made us so singularly listen to. 
Two men, however brave they may be, are very weak 
against some twenty bandits, still we did not lose cou« 
rage, but resolved, if Heaven sent us no allies, bravely 
to attempt the adventure by ourselves ; the more so, as 
the persons whose bloodthirsty plans we had surprized 
seemed to us to be atrocious villains ; still, by the Chiers 
advice, I lit this fire, certain that if any traveller came 
this way the smoke would serve him as a beacon, and 
assuredly lead him here ; you see, Caballero, that I was 
not mistaken, as you have come." 

** And I am glad I have," Don Mariano warmly re- 
plied : *' I most readily join in your plan, which ap- 
pears to be suggested in every respect by an honest and 
good heart." 

" Do not make me out better than I am, Caballero," 
the hunter made answer; **I am only a poor devil of 
a woodraDger, very ignorant of city matters ; but under 
all circumstances, I obey the inspirations of my heart." 

" And you are right, for they are sound and just.", 

" Thanks ; now we are in force, I assure you that 
the picaros, however numerous they may be, will see 
some fun ; but we have still time beforyus ; rest your- 
selves, sleep a few hours ; when the moment arrives, 
we wiU arrange what to do." 

Don Mariano was too tired to need ^ t^^V:^^^ ^ 
this invitation ; a few momenta \aV»x \i«^ «xA \^ ^^^s^- 



140 THE INDIAN SCOn. 

panions were plunged in a deep and restorative sleep. 
At sunset Euperto woke them. ** It is time/' he said. 

They rose ; for the few hours' rest had restored them 
all their strength. The arrangements to be made were 
simple, and soon decided on. 

"We have seen what took place; Addick and Don 
Stefano, themselves surprised, when they expected to 
surprise Don Miguel, not knowing how many enemies 
they had to contend with, fled after an obstinate strug- 
gle. Don Mariano and Euperto, satisfied with having 
saved Don Miguel, retired so soon as the issue of the 
combat appeared no longer dubious. 

Eecalled, however, to the banks of the Eubio by the 
shots fired at the last moment by Don Miguel, they saw 
a man and rushed toward him, possibly more with the 
hope of helping him than taking him prisoner. The 
man had fainted. Don Mariano and Euperto raised him 
in their arms, and transported him beneath the covert 
of the forest, where Eglantine had contrived with great 
difficulty to light a fire ; but when they were enabled 
to see the wounded man's face by the glare, both uttered 
a cry of stupefaction. 

**Don Stefano Cohecho !" Euperto exclaimed. 

"My brother!" Don Mariano said, with mingled 
grief and horror. 



^ CHAPTEE XV. 



EECALLED TO LIFE. 

"With the first gleam of day, the terrible hurricane, 

which had raged so cruelly through nearly the whole 

•^^-^4 gradually calmed ; the wind had awe^t the sky, 

and borne far away the gloomy clouda -wViAa^^- ^\.\3M^^ 
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the blue heavens with black spots ; the sun rose ma- 
jestically in floods of light ; the trees, re&eshed by the 
tempestS; had reassumed that pale green hue, sullied 
on the previous day by the dusty sand of the desert ; 
and the birds, hid in countless myriads beneath the 
dense foliage, poured forth that harmonious concert 
which they offer every morning at sunrise to the All 
High — a sublime and grand hymn, a ravishing hymn, 
whose rhythm, full of simple melodies, causes the man 
buried in this ocean of verdure to indulge in sweet 
dreams, and plunges him unconsciously into a melan- 
choly reverie of the hope, whose realization is in heaven. 

As we have said, Don Miguel Ortega, saved by the 
tried courage and presence of mind of the two wood- 
rangers, was carried by them to the foot of a tree, be- 
neath which they laid him. 

The young man had fainted. The hunters' first care 
was to examine his wounds : he had two, one on the 
right arm, the other on the head, but neither of them 
was dangerous. The wound in the arm bled profusely, 
a bullet had torn the flesh, but had produced no frac- 
ture of the bone, or any grave accident; as for the 
wound in the head, evidently produced by a sharp in- 
strument, the hair had already matted over it, and 
checked the haemorrhage. 

Don Miguel's faintness was produced by the loss of 
blood in the flrst place, and next by the nervous excite- 
ment of a long and obstinate struggle, and the immense 
amount of strength he had been compelled to expend to 
resist the numerous enemies who had treacherously 
attacked him. 

The woodrangers, owing to the life they l^d^ ^xsA.*^^ 
innumerable accidents to wlaich. t\iey «t^ ^iwfesXasci^ <5^- 
posed, are obliged to posseBS ftome ^Ta^Hx^^Vaar^^^^^ 
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of medicine, and particularly of surgery. Pupils of the 
BedskinSy simples play a great part in their medical 
system. Brighteye and Marksman were masters of the 
art of treating wounds summarily, after the Indian 
fashion. After carefuUy washing the wounds, and re- 
moving the hair from that on the head, they plucked 
cregano leaves, formed them into a species of cataplasm, 
by slightly moistening them with spirits diluted in 
water, and applied this primitive remedy to the wounds, 
fastening it on with leaves of the ahanigo, cut into strips, 
round which they wound aloe threads. Then, with the 
blade of a knife, they slightly opened the wounded 
man's tightly closed jaws, and poured a few drops of 
spirits into his mouth. In a few moments Don Miguel 
half opened his eyes, and a fugitive glow coloured his 
pallid cheeks. 

The hunters, with their hands crossed on the muzzles 
of their rifles, carefully inspected the wounded man's 
jEace, trying to read on his features the probable results 
of the means they had thought it necessary to employ, 
in order to relieve him. 

The man who recovers from a deep fainting-fit is not 
at the first moment conscious of external objects, nor 
does he remember what has happened : the equilibrium 
of his faculties, suddenly interrupted by the successive 
blows they have experienced, is only re-established 
slowly and gradually, in proportion as the eye grows 
brighter, the memory clearer. Don Miguel looked around 
him with a glance that contained no warmth or expres- 
sion, and almost immediately closed his eyes again, as if 
already wearied by the effort he had been forced to 
make in opening them. 
^^Jh a few bouTB his strength will be restored, and 
before three days there will not be a tisi^^ ol\V* ^tv^V 
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eye said, tossing his head sententioosly. ^' Bj Jove ! he 
is one of those sturdy fellows I like." 

" Is he not ?" Marksman answered,—" so young and 
80 valiant ? What a rude attack he sustained." 

" Yes, and bravely, we must say ; still, for all that, 
if we had not been there, he would have found it diffi- 
cult to get out of the scrape." 

'*He would have perished, there is not the least 
doubt of it, and that would have been unfortunate." 

" Very unfortunate ! however, he is well out of it. 
By-the-way, what are we going to do with him now ? 
We cannot stay here for ever ; on the other hand, he is 
unable to make a movement; but we must take him 
back to the camp, his men will feel alarmed at his ab- 
sence, and who knows what would happen if it were 
prolonged ?" 

*' That is true; we cannot think of putting him on 
his horse, so we must hit on some other expedient." 

" By Jove ! that will not trouble us ; the torpor into 
which he has fallen will last about two hours ; in the 
meantime, he will be hardly capable of uttering a few 
words, and vaguely recalling what has happened to him ; 
it is not, therefore, necessary for both of us to remain by 
him, one will be enough— say myseK: you will go to 
the camp, state what has occurred, tell the Gambusinos 
in what condition their Chief is, ask for help, and bring 
it here as speedily as possible." 

** You are right, Brighteye, on my word ; your ad- . 
vice is excellent, and I will set about it at once. 1 ' 
shall not be gone more than two hours, so keep good 
watch, for we do not know who may be prowling round 
us, and spying our movements." 

" Don't be fiightened, Marksmaii, \ rac^ i^aV ^s^^ ^*^ 
those men who let themaelveft \>e «aLrgrw8«A.v— ^i^»^> 
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remember an adventure that occurred to me in every 
respect similar to this. It was a long time ago, in 1 824, 
I was very young, and " 

But Marksmau, who heard with secret terror his 
comrade beginning one of his interminable stories, 
hastily interrupted him without ceremony, saying — 
" By Jove ! I have been acquainted with you for a long 
time, Brighteye, and know what manner of man you 
are, so I go perfectly easy in mind." 

" ^0 matter," the hunter replied, " if you would let 
me explain " 

" Useless, useless, my friend ; explanations are un- 
called for from a man of your stamp and experience," 
Marksman said, as he leaped into his saddle, and started 
at full speed. 

Brighteye looked after him for a long time. *' Hum !" 
he said, thoughtfully ; " the Lord is my witness that 
that man is one of the most excellent creatures in exist- 
ence ; I love him as a brother, and regret that I can 
never make him understand how useful and precious it 
is to keep up a recollection of past events, so as not to 
feel embarrassed when any of those difficulties so com- 
mon in desert life suddenly spring up : — well, I cannot 
help it." And he began once more examining the 
wounded man, with that intelligent attention he had 
not once ceased testifying toward him. 

Don Miguel had not made a movement ; more than 
an hour had elapsed, and when the effects of the faint- 
ing-fit wore off, he instantaneously fell into that heavy, 
agitated sleep, from which nothing could arouse him for 
a long time. Brighteye, seated by his side, with his 
rifle betwixt his legs, philosophically smoked his Indian 
p^pe, waiting, with the patience peculiar to hunters, till 
some symptom told him that the woAm^ie^ m^svV^^ ^m^- 
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ceeded in shaking off that torpor of evil augury which 
had seized upon him. 

The*ld Canadian would haye desired, even at the 
risk of an intense fever setting in, that a sudden com- 
motion should recall the young man roughly to life ; he 
built on the arrival of the Gambusinos to obtain this 
result, and he frequently consulted the desert with 
anxiety to try and perceive them, but he saw and heard 
nothing : all was silent around him. 

" Come," he muttered at times, bending a dissatisfied 
glance at Don Miguel, who lay stretched at his feet, 
" the shock has been too rude, and nothing will happen 
to restore him to a consciousness of life ; on my soiU, I 
am most unlucky." 

At the moment when, perhaps for the hundredth 
time, he repeated this sentence with ever-increasing an- 
noyance, he heard at a short distance off a rather loud 
rustling, and the breaking of some dead branches. 

*' Eh, eh l" the hunter said, *' what is the meaning 
of this?" 

He raised his head smartly, and looked carefully 
around ; suddenly he broke into a concentrated burst of 
laughter, and his eyes sparkled with joy. 

** By Jove !" he said, gaily, ** this is exactly what I 
want. Heaven has sent that young gentleman to draw 
me from my dilemma, and he is right welcome." 

At about twenty paces from the hunter, a magnificent 
jaguar, crouching on the largest branch of an enormous 
cochineal tree, fixed a glaring look upon him, while at 
intervals passing one of its fore-claws over its ears, with 
the airs and purring sound peculiar to the feline race. 
This wild beast, probably terrified by the hurricane of 
the past night, had not been able to t^^«5«l W'e. \^\i.> "^^ 
ward which it was proceeding, "wlieii \\» iwscsA'Ca^V^^ 
men In its path^ ^ 
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The jaguar, or American tiger, far from attacking 
men, carefully avoids a meeting with them, and only 
accepts a combat when compelled and driven i;o%ay, but 
then it becomes terrible, and a contest with it is fre- 
quently mortal, unless its opponent is accustomed to the 
numerous tricks it employs to insure the victory. At 
the moment the tiger perceived the hunter, the latter 
baw the tiger, hence the combat was imminent. The 
two enemies remained for several minutes in an attitude 
of observation ; their glances crossed like sword blades. 

"Come, make up your mind, sluggard," Brighteyo 
muttered. 

The jaguar uttered a hoarse yell, sharpened its for- 
midable claws for a few seconds on the branch which 
served it for a pedestal, and then, drawing itself up, 
bounded on the hunter. The latter did not stir ; with 
his rifle to his shoulder, his feet well apart and firmly 
fixed, and his body bent slightly forward, he followed 
with a careful eye all the movements of the wild beast ; 
at the moment the latter made its spring, the hunter 
pulled the trigger. 

The tiger turned a somersault with a ferocious yell, 
and fell at Brighteye's feet. The Canadian bent down 
to it, but the jaguar was dead ; the hunter's bullet had 
entered its brain through the right eye, and killed it on 
the spot. At the howl of the brute, and the sound of 
Brighteye's rifle, Don Miguel opened his eyes and sud- 
denly raised himself on his elbow, with a terrified look, 
and features contracted by a strange and terrible emo- 
tion, which reddened his face. 

" Help ! help !" he shouted in a thundering voice. 

''Here I am!" Brighteye exclaimed, as he rose up, 
and forced him to lie down again. 
■Don Miguel looked at him. 
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'*"Who are you?" he said, at the expiration of a 
minute ; " what do you want with me ? I do not 
know you." 

" That is true," the hunter said, imperturbably, and 
addressing him like a child, ** but you will soon know 
me : do not be alarmed ; for the moment, it is enough 
for you to know that I am a friend." 

'* A friend !" the wounded man repeated, trying to 
restore order to his ideas, which were still confused, 
"what friend?" 

"By Jove !" the hunter said, " you do not count them 
by thousands, I suppose ; I have been your friend for 
some hours past. I saved you at the moment when you 
were dying." 

"But all that tells me nothing — teaches me nothing. 
How am I here ? how are you here ?" 

" Those are a good many questions all at once, and it 
is impossible for me to answer them : you are wounded, 
and your state forbids any conversation. "Will you 
drink?" 

" Yes," Don Miguel answered, mechanically. 

Brighteye. held his gourd to him. 

** Still," he continued, after a moment, " I have not 
been dreamiDg." 

"Who knows?" 

" Those shots, the shouts I heard ?" 

" Quite a trifle ; — a jaguar I killed, and which you 
can see a few yards off," 

There was silence for a few minutes : Don Miguel was 
thinking deeply ; light was beginning to dawn on his 
mind, his memory was returning. The hunter anxiously 
followed on the young man's face the incessant pro^e.«fi 
of returning thought. At lengtla. a ^a*:^ ^i \G\.^^^^\^'i» 
lit up the young man's eye, and^xing\i\s»^«^^^^^^^»^^^ 
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on the old hunter, he asked him, — "How long is it 
since you saved me ?" 

*' Scarce three hours." 

" Then, since the events that brought me here — there 
has only passed r" 

''One night.'* 

"Yes !" the young man continued in a deep voice, a 
terrible voice, " I fancied I was dead." 

" You only escaped by a miracle." 

"Thanks." 

" I was not alone." 

" Who else came to my assistance ? tell me his name, 
that I may preserve it preciously in my memory," 

" Marksman." 

" Marksman !" the wounded man exclaimed, tenderly, 
" always he. Oh ! I ought to have expected that name, 
for he loves me." 

« Yes." 

" And what is your name ?" 

"Brighteye." 

The youDg man trembled, and held out his arm. ' * Your 
hand," he said ; " you were right just now in saying you 
were a friend, you have been so for a long time. Marks- 
man has often spoken to me about you." 

" We have been connected for thirty years." 

" I know it : but where is he, that I do not see him?" 

" He went, about two hours back, to the camp of the 
Cuadrilla to bring help," 

" He thinks of everything." 

" I remained here to watch over and take care of you 
during his absence; but he will soon return." 

** Do you believe that I shall be long helpless ?" 
"No; j-our wounds are not serious. What floors you 
^/ thh moment is the moral sTiock. ^ou t^^w?^> wA 
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chiefly the blood you lost when you fell in a feinting 
state into the Rubio." 

'* Then that river " 

"IstheRubio." 

*^I am, then, on the spot where the struggle ended ?^' 

*'Yes." 

'' How many days do you think I shall remain in this 
state?" 

*' Four or five at the most." 

There was silence for several minutes. 

" You told me that it is the weakness of my senses, 
produced by the moral shock I received, which over- 
powers me, I think ?" Don Miguel began again* 

•' Yes, I said so." 

*' Do you believe that a firm and powerful will could 
produce a favourable reaction ?" 

« I do." 

" Give me your hand/' 

*' There it is." 

*' Good : now help me." 

" What are you going to do ?" 

" Get up." 

" By Jove ! I was right in saying you were a man. 
Come, I consent : have a try," 

After a few minutes spent in fruitless efforts, Don Mi« 
guel at length succeeded in standing upright. 

" At last !" he said, triumphantly. 

At the first step he took, he lost his balance, and rolled 
on the ground. Brighteye rushed toward him; 

'* Leave me,*' he shouted to him, ** leave me ; I wish 
to get up by myself." 

He succeeded 2 this time he took his precautions betia^^ 
and succeeded in walking a lew %\ft^^% ^tv^qIsk^^ ^^- 
yarded him with admiration* 
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** Oh ! the will must subdue the matter," Don Migud 
continued, with frowning brow and swollen veins, " I 
will succeed.'* 

"You will kill yourself," 

" No, for I must live ; give me something to drink." 
Por the second time Brighteye handed him the gourd ; 
the young man eagerly raised it to his lips. **Now !'* 
he exclaimed, with a feverish accent, as he returned the 
gourd to the hunter, " to horse." 

*' What, to horse ?" Brighteye said, with stupefaction. 
" Yes ; I must be moving." 
** "Why, that is madness." 

" Let me alone, I tell you, I will hold on ; but as the 
wound in the left arm prevents my getting into the saddle, 
I must claim your assistance." 
/•You wish it." 
" I insist on it." 

'* Be it so ; and may God be merciful to us." 
**He will protect us, be assured." 
Brighteye helped the young man into the saddle; 
against the hunter's previsions, he kept firm and upright. 
" Now," he said, " take up your jaguar's skin, and let 
Tis be off." 

" Where are we going ?" 

" To the camp ; Marksman will be greatly astonished 
to see me, when he believes me to be half dead," 

Brighteye silently followed the young man; he gave up 
any further attempts to understand this strange character. 



CHAPTEK XVI. 

THE SEABCH AFTEB TETJTH. 

-Cr spite of Bon Miguel's firm will to overcome the pain, 
tne horse 's movement occasioned Taim a dfegt^^ oi ^oSistvji^ 
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which made his features quiver, and drops of cold per- 
spiration stand on his face, which was pale as that of a 
corpse ; at times his sight troubled him, he found every- 
thing turning around him, he tottered in his saddle, and 
held on convulsively to his horse's mane through fear 
of falling. 

" Stupid matter," he muttered in a hoarse voice, '* shall 
I not succeed in conquering you ?*' 

Then he redoubled his efforts to seem apathetic, smiled 
on Brighteye, and gaily addressed him. 

For the first time in his life, the old hunter felt him- 
self nonplussed : though he ransacked his memory to 
try and find an analogous circumstance to this in the 
course of his varied life, to his great regret he was forced 
to confess to himself that he had never witnessed any- 
thiog like it. This annoyed him, and he therefore 
walked with a dissatisfied air by the young man's side. 

Still they advanced. Suddenly, however, they heard 
the sound of horses near them on the trail they were 
following. 

** Here is Marksman," Don Miguel said. 

"That is probable." 

" He will be greatly astonished to meet me coming 
toward the help he is bringing." 

" That is certain." 

" Let us hurry our horses on a little." 

Brighteye looked at him. " You have sworn, then, 
to bring on a congestion of the brain ?" he said to him 
plainly. 

'* How so ?" the young man asked in surprise. 

" By Jove ! that is easy to see," the hunter went on, 
hastily ; " for an hour you have been commltti\i% ^^^ 
act of madness after the other •, \>u\, ^oivoX^^^^w'i'ii^^^JCt- 
self, Caballero, what you take iox B,\ievi^^S& ors^i^^^^^- 
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It is that alone which sustains you, so take care, do not 
obstinately continue an impossible struggle^ &om which, 
I warn you, you will not emerge the victor. I let you 
act as you pleased, because I saw no harm in doing so 
up to the present; but, believe me, you have done 
enough. You have measured your strength, and know 
what you are capable of doing under urgent circumstances. 
That is all you want ; so now let us stop and wait." 

" Thank you," Don Miguel said, cordially squeezing 
his hand ; " you are really my friend, your rude words 
prove it to me. Yes, I am a madman ; but what would 
you ? I am in a strange position, when every hour I lose 
may entail extreme dangers on myself and other persons, 
and I am afraid of succumbing before I have accomplished 
the task which misfortune has imposed on me." 

" You will succumb much sooner if you will not be 
reasonable. Four or five days are soon passed ; and, be- 
sides, what you cannot do, your friends will accomplish." 

" That is true. You make me blush for myself. I 
am not only mad, but also ungrateful." 

" Come, do not talk about that any more. The noise 
is approaching. They are probably your companions ; 
still they might be enemies, for everything must be ex- 
pected in the desert. Let us enter this thicket, where 
we shall be perfectly concealed from the eyes of the 
comers. If it be Marksman, we will show ourselves ; 
if not, we will keep close." 

Don Miguel warmly approved of the idea, for he under- 
stood that, in case of a fight, he should be but slight help 
to his companion in his present condition. The two men 
disappeared in the thicket, which closed on them, and 
they awaited, pistol in hand, the arrival of the persons. 
Brighteje was not mistaken. It was really Marks- 
■to^Oj retuming^ with some fifteen 6aixib\3iSMis«K ^V^l 
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they were only a few paces off, the two horsemea showed 
themselves. Marksman could not believe his eyes. He 
did not understand how the man he had left deprived of 
consciousness, stretched out on the ground like an inert 
and almost lifeless body, had possessed the strength to 
come and meet him, and to sit so upright and firm in his 
saddle. 

Don Miguel enjoyed for a little while his triumph, and 
the admiration he inspired in these men, with whom the 
sole supremacy is that of strength, and then bent down 
with a smile to Marksman. 

** You are not the less welcome with the help you 
bring me," he said in a low voice ; '' this help has be- 
come, at this moment, very necessary, if not indispensa- 
ble ; for my resolution alone keeps me in the saddle." > 

** You must make haste to return to the camp, and, 
for fear of accident, lie down on a litter." 

** A litter ?" Don Miguel objected. 

** You must, believe me. It is urgent that you should 
reassume, as soon as possible, the command of your Cuad- 
rilla, so do not waste your strength in useless bravado," 

Don Miguel bowed without replying, for he under- 
stood the truth of the hunter's remark. So, after getting 
off his horse with the aid of the two Canadians, he him- 
self ordered his companions to make the litter in which 
he should be carried to the camp. 

Marksman passed his arm through the young man's, 
and, making a sign to Brighteye to follow them, led him 
a few paces from the party, and made him sit down on 
the grass. 

" Now that you are in a condition to answer me, profit 
by the time during which your litter is being mad^. Y^n^ 
have plenty to tell me." 

The young man sighed. " Cl\iea\iftXL m^r ^^ ^*^^* 
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" Yes, that will be better. How and by whom were 
you attacked r" 

** I cannot tell you. It is a strange history ; so con- 
fused that it is impossible for me, in spite of all my 
efforts, to disentangle it." 

" No matter. Tell me what happened to you ; perhaps 
we, who are better accustomed to the prairies than your- 
self, will find a thread which will guide us through this 
apparently inextricable labyrinth," 

Don Miguel then told all the facts that had occurred, 
in all their detail. At the name of Addick, Marksman 
frowned ; when the Mexican spoke of Don Stefano, the 
hunters exchanged an intelligent glance ; but when the 
young man reached that singular turn in the combat 
when, on the point of succumbing, he had been suddenly 
surrounded by strangers, who disappeared as if by en- 
chantment, after disengaging him, the hunters displayed 
marks of the greatest surprise. 

" Such," Don Miguel concluded, " was the odious 
ambush into which I fell ; and to which I should have 
been a victim, if you had not arrived so opportunely to 
save me. JSTow that you know all as well as I do, what 
is your opinipn ?" 

" Hum !'' the hunter said ; *' all that is really very ex- 
traordinary. There is at the bottom of the affair a dark 
machination, carried out with a diabolical skill and per- 
versity which startles me. I have certain suspicions 
which I wish first to clear up ; hence, I cannot give you 
my opinion at once. Before all, I must investigate cer- 
tain matters ; but trust to me for that. But these men 
who came so fortunately to your help— did you not see 
them ? — did you not speak to them r" 

^^Tou forget,'^ Don Miguel said, with a smile, " that 
tliejr appeared in the thick of the &g\it-, '^itovi^^* «8. '^^ 
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•were by the hurricane, that raged so furiously. The 
time would have been badly chosen for conversation.*' 

" That is true ; I did not know what I was saying. 
But," the hunter added, striking the ground with the 
butt of his rifle, " I will not be beaten. I swear to you 
that I shall soon have discovered who your enemies are, 
whatever care they may take, and precautions employ, 
to conceal themselves." 

'* Oh ! I intend to go in pursuit of them, so soon as I 
liave got back my strength." 

** You, Caballero," Marksman remarked drily, " have 
first to get well. On reaching your camp, you wiU have 
to shut yourself up, as in a citadel, and not take a step 
till you have seen me again." 

" What ! do you intend to leave me, then ?" 

" Brighteye and myself are going to start directly. 
"We should be of no use near you, while we may be of 
service elsewhere." 

" What do you intend to do ?" 

** On our return, you shall know all." 

" I cannot remain in such a state of uncertainty. Be- 
sides, I do not understand you." 

" Yet it is clear enough. I intend, aided by Bright- 
eye, to tear the mask from this Don Stefano— a mask 
which, in my opinion, hides a very ugly countenance — 
to know who this man is, and why he is such an obsti- 
nate enemy to you." 

"Thanks, Marksman; now I am easy in my mind. 
Go ; do all that seems proper to you. I am convinced 
that you will accomplish everything that can be humanly 
accomplished. But, before separating, promise me one 
thing." 

''Whatisit.>" 

''Fromise me, that so booh aa -^ovx. \va:^^ ^\sficas^ ^^ 
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the informatioii you are going to seek, you will bring it 
te'me, without undertaking anything against this man^ 
on whom I intend to take personally — ^you understand 
me, Marksman, personally — exemplary vengeance." 

** That is your affair. I shall not interfere with you. 
Every man has his task in this world ; the man is your 
enemy, and not mine. So soon as I have succeeded in 
bringing you face to face, or at least putting you opposite 
each other in an equal position, you will do as you please* 
I shall wash my hands of it." 

" Good, good !" Don Miguel muttered. " If any day 
I hold that demon in my clutches, as he held me in his, 
he shall not escape, I swear !" 

" So it is settled, we can start ?" 

" When you please." 

Brighteye had hitherto* listened calmly to the conver- 
sation ; but at this remark he stepped forward, and laid 
his hand on Marksman's arm. ** One moment," he said. 

" What, more last words ?" the hunter answered. 

" Only a word ; but one which, I fancy, possesses 
some value in the present state of affairs." 

*' Make haste, then !" 

** You wish to discover who this Don Stefano is, as 
he thinks proper to call himself, and I approve it; but 
there is another matter, I fancy, quite as serious, which 
we ought to try and make out first." 

"What is it?" 

Brighteye turned his head to the right, and then to 
the left, bent his body slightly forward, and lowering 
his voice so that the persons he addressed could hardly 
hear him, he continued in a severe tone, — ** Desert life 
in no way resembles that in the towns. Down there 
people know each other slightly or intimately, either by 
name or through personal relationB •, ftie^ «t^ix^«^«^^i 
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connected by interests more or less direct ; in a word, 
socialities exist between all the inhabitants of towns, 
attaching them one to the other, and forming them, as 
it were, into one family. In the desert this is no longer 
the case ; egotism and personality are the masters ; the 
' V is the supreme law ; each man only thinks of him- 
self, only acts for himself, and I will say, further, only 
loves himself." 

" Cut it short, for goodness sake, Brighteye ; cut it 
short !" Marksman said impatiently. " What the deuce 
are you driving at ?" 

"Patience !" the imperturbable Canadian said ; " pa- 
tience! and you shall know. In short, then, in the 
desert, imless a man has lived for years side by side with 
another — sharing pain and pleasure, good fortune and 
ill, with him — ^he lives alone, without friends, only 
counting indifferent persons as enemies. In the trap to 
which Don Miguel almost fell a victim last night, two 
sorts of people revealed themselves spontaneously to him. 
These were, first, inveterate enemies, and then equally 
staunch friends. Do not fancy," the hunter continued, 
growing warm, " that I have not calculated the range of 
the words I have just made use of; you would be greatly 
mistaken. Does it not seem strange to you, as it does 
to me, now that you are cool, and reason in all the pleni- 
tude of your faculties, — does it not seem strange to you, 
I repeat, that, at a given moment, without it being pos- 
sible to know how or why — these men suddenly emerged, 
as it were, from the ground, to lend you a hand ; then, 
when the danger was past, or nearly so, they disappeared 
as suddenly as they came, leaving no trace of their pas- 
sage, and not breaking the incognito which covered t\vs«si>^ 
—is not this strange ? — answer V 

'In truth," Marksman multOT^^, *'\ ^\^ t^rN. "^^^^s^^ 
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of that till now ; the conduct of those men is inex- 
plicahle." 

" That is exactly what must be explained !" Brighteye 
exclaimed violently. " The prairie is not so densely 
populated that, at a given moment, and amid a frightful 
hurricane, there should be men ready to defend you for 
the mere satisfaction of doing so ; those people must 
have had secret motives for doing so, and that object it is 
urgent for us to discover. Who tells us that they did 
not form part of the band which attacked you ? that it 
was not a trick to seize you more easily — a part of the 
game, the execution of which our unforeseen presence 
destroyed ? I repeat to you, we must, before all, find 
these men, know who they are, and what they want ; 
in a word, whether they are friends or enemies." 

"It is very late now to undertake such a search," 
Don Miguel observed. 

The two hunters smiled, as they exchanged a signi- 
ficant glance. '*Very late for you, certainly, who do 
not possess the key of the desert," Brighteye replied ; 
*' but with us it is different." 

** Yes>" Marksman supported him : '*let us only find 
a trace of their passage, however light it may be — a 
footstep on the damp sand, so as to hold one end of their 
trail — that will be enough to reach the other, and we 
shall give a good account of these strangers, whose con- 
duct, as Brighteye observed \eif truly, is too strange 
and too fine to be honest." 

"Oh! why cannot I follow you?'* Don Miguel ex- 
claimed, regretfully. 

** Get well first ; then, I am certain, your part will 
begin ; for, before three days, we shall bring you all the 
information you. want to-day, and without which you 
can effect Dothing.'' 



DON MASIANO. 159 

*' So you promise me that in three days " 

** Yes, in three days we shall return from our expe- 
dition. Trust to our promise, and nurse yourself, so as 
to be able to begin the campaign at once." 

"I shall be ready." 

" So, now, good-bye ! the sun is already high in the 
heavens ; we have not a moment to lose." 

" Good-bye, and good luck !" 

The hunters cordially pressed Don Miguel's hand, re- 
mounted their horses, and went off rapidly in the direc- 
tion of the Kubio ford. The chief of the Gambusinos, 
laid on a litter, went quickly back to his camp, which 
he reached a little before sunset. 



CHAPTER XYII. 

DON MAKIANO. 

"We will now return to Don Stefano Cohecho, whom we 
left in a fainting state between Euperto and Don Mariano. 

The double exclamation drawn from the hunter and 
the Mexican traveller, on recognizing the man they had 
picked up on the river bank, had plunged all three of 
them into a profound state of stupefaction. Bermudez 
was the first to recover his coolness, and he walked up 
to his master. " Come, Don Mariano," he said to him, 
" do not stay here. Perhaps it will be as well that, when 
your brother opens his eyes, he should not see you." 

Don Mariano fixed a burning glance on the wounded 
man. " How is it that I find him here ?" he said, as if 
speaking to himself. '* What is he doing in these savage 
regions ? It was false, then, what he wrote about im- 
portant business calling him to the United States, and 
that he had started for New Orleans V^ 

"SenorDon Estevao, your \)Totl[iet>' "aexmx^SkaTLTfc^^ 
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gravely, " is one of those darkly-intriguing men with 
whom it is impossible to know their thoughts, or guess 
their motives or action. You see the hunter gives him 
a name which does not belong to him. For what pur- 
pose does he conceal himself, then ? Believe me, Don 
Mariano, there is a mystery beneath this which we will 
clear up, with the aid of Heaven ; but let us be prudent ; 
let us not reveal our presence to Don Estevan ; there will 
always be time to do so when we discover that we have 
been deceived." • 

" That is true, Bermudez ; your advice is good, and I 
will follow it; but, before retiring, let me assure myself 
as to his present condition. That man is my brother ; 
and, however great the injuries he has done me may be, 
I should not like to see him die without assistance." 
" Perhaps it would be better," Bermudez muttered. 
Don Mariano looked at him angrily, and bent over the 
wounded man. The latter was still in a fainting state. 
Eglantine lavished on him those delicate and intelligent 
attentions, of which women of all nations and every colour 
possess the secret, but yet could not recall him to life. 

" Pray, Excellency, take my advice," Bermudez urged, 
** and retire." 

Don Mariano took a last look at his brother, and seemed 
to 'hesitate ; then turning away, with an ejffort, he said — 
" Let us go." The old servant's face brightened. 

" I recommend this man to you," Don Mariano added, 
addressing Kuperto. " Pay him all the attention his 
condition demands and humanity orders." 

The hunter bowed. The Mexican gentleman walked 

a few steps toward his horse, which, with those of his 

companions, was fastened to a young ebony tree. Don 

Mariano retired with r^et : a secret voice seemed to 

warn him to remain. At the moment \i^ ^\w^^\i\&ioQt 
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in the stirrup, a hand was laid on his arm, and he turned 
. sharply. A man was standing by his side. It was 
Flying Eagle. 

The chief had left to the whites the care of transport- 
ing the wounded, "With the instinct peculiar to his 
race, he had examined with the utmost attention the 
scene of the ambush and all the spots whither the acci- 
dents of the combat had led the fighters. His object in 
thus acting had been to discover some trace, some sign, 
which, in case of need, might be useful to those who had 
an interest in discovering the causes of the snare laid for 
Don MigueL Accident had aided him admirably, by 
supplying him with a proof whose value must be im- 
mense, and which, doubtlessly, Don Stefano would have 
bought back with his best blood, in order to destroy it. 
Unfortunately, this proof, interesting as it was, was a 
sealed letter for the Indian, and in his hands possessed 
no value. 

Plying Eagle immediately thought of Don Mariano, 
who would probably explain to him the importance of 
the mysterious find he had made. After turning it over 
several times, he hid it in his bosom, and with the cha- 
racteristic decision of his race, walked rapidly back to 
the, camp, where he was certain of finding the Mexican. 

** Is my father going away ?'' the Eedskin asked. 

"Yes," DonJSIariano answered ; **butlam glad to 
see you. Chief, before my departure, that I may thank 
you for your cordial hospitality." 

The Indian bowed. "My father can decipher the 
* collars' of the Palefaces. I think," he continued, " the 
whites have great knowledge. My father must be a 
chief of his nation.*' 

Don Mariano looked at t\ie Cot£i^m.^<5i vssl ^xiX'^Ns*^- 
^'WJjut do you mean :" he asteflLYvvta* 
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" Our Indian fathers taught us to preserve, on the 
skins of animals, prepared for the purpose, the interest- 
ing events that happened in our tribe in the old ages of 
the world. The Palefaces know all ; they possess the 
great medicine ; they also have collars." 

" Certainly, we have books, in which, by means of 
recognized signs, the history of nations, and even the 
thoughts of men, can be traced/' 
The Indian made a gesture of joy. 
**Good!'' he said; "my father must know these 
signs, for his head is grey." 

" I do know them. Can the simple knowledge I pos- 
sess be of any service to you V* 

Plying Eagle shook his head negatively. 
"1^0," he said ; "not to me, but perhaps to others.'^ 
"I do not understand you. Chief; be good enough, 
therefore, to explain yourself more clearly, for I wish to 
go away before that man regains his consciousness." 
The Indian took a side glance at the injured man. 
"He will not open his eyes for an hour," he said. 
" Flying Eagle can talk to his father.'' 

In spite of himself, Don Mariano felt interested in 
knowing what the Indian wished to tell him ; so he re- 
solved to wait, and made him a sign to speak. The 
chief continued in a low voice, — " Let my father listen," 
he said. ** Elying Eagle is not an old gossiping woman ; 
he is a renowned chief. The words his breast breathes 
are all inspired by the Wacondah. Flying Eagle loves 
the Palefaces, because they have been good to him, 
and have, in certain circumstances, rendered him great 
services. After the fight, the Chief went over the field 
of battle ; near the spot where the man fell whom my 
Ja^IieT brought here, Flying Eagle found a medicine bag, 
containing- several collars. Tlie Indian \ook^^ ^\. *Osi^m 
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on all' sides, but could not understand them, because the 
Wacondah had spread over his eyes the thick bandage 
which prevents the Eedskins equalling the Whites. 
Still the Chief, suspecting that perhaps this mysterious 
bag, useless to him, might be important for my father, 
or some of his friends, previously concealed it in his 
breast, and ran in all haste to hand it to my father. 
Here it is," he added, drawing a portfolio from his 
bosom, and handing it to Don Mariano ; ** let my father 
take it ; perhaps he will be able to discover what it 
contains." 

Though the Eedskin's action was perfectly natural on 
his part, and the portfolio and its contents might be 
matters of indifference to the gentleman, he only took 
it from the Chief's hands with reluctance. The Indian 
folded his arms and waited, perfectly satisfied with what 
he had done. 

Don Mariano absently examined the portfolio he held 
in his hand. It was made of very ordinary shagreen, 
with no ornaments or gilding ; it could be seen that it 
was more for use than luxury ; and it was crammed 
• with papers, and fastened with a small silver clasp. The 
examination, begun absently, suddenly assumed a great 
importance for Don Mariano, for his eyes had fallen on 
these words, half effaced, engraved in letters of gold on 
one of the sides of the portfolio, — "Don Estevan de 
Eeal del Monte." 

At the sight of these words, which revealed to him 
the name of the owner of the object he held, he*gave a 
start of surprise. While turning and speaking, he[came 
on his brother, who still lay unconscious, and by a move- 
ment independent of his will, his hand ao^^^^'Lfe.^SJ^ ^^3^- 
cibly. This pressure opened ttie Yia^^^ «cl^ ^is^^x'^ 
papers fell out. 
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Bermudez stooped quickly, and handed them to his 
master. The latter mechanically held out his hand to 
receive them, and return them to the portfolio ; hut Ber- 
mudez checked him resolutely. 

" Heaven gives you the means to know the truth at 
last," he said ; " do not neglect the opportunity it affords 
you, or you may repent it when too late." , 

" Violate my brother's secrets I" Don Mariano mut- 
tered, with a movement of repulsion. 

" JTo,*' Bermudez retorted drily, '* but learn how he 
became master of your's. Excellency, remember the 
object of our journey." 

**But if I were discovered — if he were not guilty?'* 
** All the better. In that way you will acquire cer- 
tainty." 

** What yon urge me to do is wrong. I have no right 
to act so." 

** Well, I, who am only a wretched Creado, Excellency, 
whose actions have no serious import, will assume that 
right for your sake, Excellency." And by a gesture 
swift as thought, he seized the portfolio. 

" Wretch !" Don Mariano shouted. '* Stay, what are , 
you going to do ?" 

*' Save, perhaps, her you love, as you dare not do it 
yourself." 

" My father will leave his slave free," the Indian in- 
terposed, *' the Wacondah inspires him." 

Don Mariano had not the courage to resist longer, for 
involuntarily an unknown feeling he could not explain, 
told him that he was wrong, and Bermudez did v/ell to 
act so. The half-caste had, with the greatest coolness, 
opened the papers, not appearing to care for any seeming 
improprietj in his conduct. 
^'Oh .'" be suddenly exclaimed, " cV\dluc>\, \.0X ^wi., 
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Excellency, that Heaven placed in your hands the proofs 
you had so long been seeking in vain ? Read ! read ! 
and if it be possible, still doubt the testimony of your 
eyes, and refuse longer to believe in your brother's per- 
fidy, and odious treason." 

Don Mariano seized the papers with a feverish ges- 
ture, and hurriedly read them. After reading them, 
two or three times, he stopped, raised his eyes to heaven, 
and then let his head fall in his hands with an expres- 
sion of the utmost pain. '* Oh, oh !" he muttered, in 
despair, " my brother ! my brother !" 

'* Courage !" Bermudez said, softly. 

" I will have it," he answered ; " the hour of justice 
has arrived." 

A strange change had suddenly taken place in him. 
This man, a few moments previously so timid, and whose 
hesitation was extreme, was metamorphosed. He seemed 
to have grown ; his features had assumed an imposing 
rigidity, and his eyes flashed fire. 

" No more childish fears," he said ; " no farther ter- 
giversation. We must act." 

Then turning to Flying Eagle, he asked him, — 

** Is that man seriously wounded ?" 

The Indian carefully examined Don Stefano. 

During the whole period of the examination, no one 
uttered a word. Every one understood that Don Mariano 
had at length formed an energetic resolution, and that 
he would accomplish it remorselessly, and without hesi- 
tation, no matter what the consequences might be to him 
hereafter. 

Flying Eagle returned in a few minutes. 

" Well ?" the gentleman asked him. 

" That man is not really -wovmii^^,'^ *Cck& ^\^^'kcl ^jis^- 
Bwered; *'he has only received a ^eT\Q\x'& ^Qti^^"^^^ ^^ 
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the head^ which has plunged him into a sort of lethargic 
faint, from which he will not recover for an hour." 

*' Very well; and on waking, in what state will he be ?" 

-*' Yery weak ; but that weakness will soon wear off, 
and to-morrow he will be as right as before he received 
the blow.'* 

A bitter smile played round Don Mariano's lips. " Tell 
that hunter, your friend, to come here ; I must speak to 
you both/' he said. "I have a service to ask of you." 

The Chief obeyed. 

"I am at your service. Excellency," Euperto remarked. 

" We will hold a council," Don Mariano then said. 
*' Is not that the term you employ in the desert when 
you have to discuss important business ?" 

The hunter and the Indian made a sign of assent. 

'* Listen to me attentively," the gentleman continued, 
in a firm and impressive voice. " The man there is my 
brother, and he must die. I do not wish to kill him, but 
to try him. All you now present will be his judges ; I 
his accuser. Will you aid me to accomplish an act of 
vengeance, but a deed of the most rigorous justice ? I 
repeat to you, I will accuse him before you all, and docu- 
ments in hand. He will be at liberty to defend himself ; 
your conscience will be clear ; he will have entire free- 
dom to do so ; and, moreover, you will condemn or acquit 
him, according to the opinion you form on the evidence. 
Tou have heard me ; reflect ; I await your reply." 

There was a supreme silence. After a few moments, 
Euperto took the word. '* In the desert, where human 
justice does not penetrate," he said, '* the law of God 
must prevail. If we have a right to kill the noxious 
and malevolent brutes, why should we not the right to 
punish a villain ? I accept the office you offer me, be- 
canse in my heart I am persuaded t\xat. m ^oVii^ wi\ «xa. 
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doing my duty, and am useful to society, of which I 
make myself the avenger." 

" Good !" Don Mariano answered. " I thank you. 
And you, Chief?" 

'* I accept," the Comanche said distinctly. " Traitors 
must be punished, no matter to what race they belong. 
Flying Eagle is a chief ; he has the right to sit at the 
council fire, in the first ^ank of the Sachems, and con- 
demn or acquit." 

"It is now your turn," Don Mariano continued, ad- 
dressing his servant ; '' answer." 

Bermudez stepped forward a pace, and bowed respect- 
fully to Don Mariano. *' Excellency," he said, "we 
knew this man when he was a child ; we dandled him 
on our knees. At a later date he became our master ; 
our hearts would not be free in his presence. We cannot 
judge him ; we ought not to condemn him. We are only 
fit to execute the sentence, whatever it may be, which 
is dealt out to him, if we receive the order. Old slaves, 
liberated by the kindness of their master, are never equal 
to him." 

" Those feelings are what I expected from you. I 
thank you for your frankness, my children. In truth, 
you should not interfere in this matter. Heaven, I hope, 
will send us two men with loyal hearts and firm will to 
take your places, and fulfil the duty of judges im- 
partially." 

" Heaven has heard you, Caballero," a rough voice 
said ; "we are here at your disposal." 

The branches of the tiiicket near which our characters 
were, were then torn boldly asunder, and two men ap- 
peared. They walked a few steps forward, rested their 
rifies on the ground, and waited. 

** Who are you ?" Don ILanauo «j^'a^ 
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*' Hunters." 

" Your name ?" 
. '' Marksman." 

" And yours ?" 

"Brighteye. For about half-an-hour we have been 
hidden behind this bush. We heard all you said, and 
hence it is useless to repeat your statement. But there 
is another man who must be pn^sent at the trial." 

''Another man! Who?" 

**The one he attacked so traitorously, whom you 
drew from his hand, and whom we saved." 

'* Ha ! who knows where to find that man at present ?" 

" We do," Marksman said, "as we only left him an 
hour ago, to take up your trail," 

*' Oh, if that is the case, you are right ; that man must 
come." 

** Unfortunately, he is seriously wounded; but if he 
cannot come of himself, he can be carried : and I know 
not why, but his presence seems to me not only neces- 
sary, but even indispensable, in order to clear up certain 
facts which it is our duty to fathom," 

" What do you mean ?" 

" Patience, Caballero ! you will soon understand. This 
man's camp is not far off, and he can be here before 
sunset." 

" But who will warn him ?" 

" Myself," Brighteye answered. 
^ *' I thank you for the hearty offer." 

" We are possibly more interested than yourself in 
clearing up this mysterious machination," Marksman 
answered. 

1 At a sign from his friend, Brighteye remounted his 

Jborae, which he had left in the thicket, and rode off at 

^/J speed, while Don Mariano followed \vm V\\)tL ^. 
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glance at once curious and puzzled. '* You speak to me 
in riddles," he said to Marksman, who was still leaning 
on his rifle. 

The latter shook his head. 

" The history, whose odious incidents will be unrolled 
before you, is a sad one, Excellency, and you have not the 
key, in spite of the proofs you believe you possess." 

Don Mariano sighed, and two burning tears ran down 
his cheeks, which were furrowed by grief. 

" Courage, mi amo I" Bermudez said. '* Heaven is at 
length on your side." 

The gentleman pressed the hand of his faithful servant, 
and turned his head away to conceal the emotion he felt. 



CHAPTEE XVIII. 

BEFOBE THE TBIAL. 

When Brighteye went off. Marksman, the Indian, and 
Eup^rto approached the wounded man, who was still 
plunged in the same state of lethargy, and collected 
around him, in order to await his recovery. 

Don Mariano, whose scruples were now extinguished, 
and who was anxious to know all the windings of his 
brother's dark machinations, in order to have solid argu- 
ments for the accusations he waa about to bring against 
him before that supreme tribunal he had so unexpectedly 
found, withdrew from his servants into a dense coppice, 
where, free from all glances, he opened the portfolio 
with feverish impatience, and began reading the papers 
it contained, with a horror that increased with every 
fresh letter he unfolded. 

Don Mariano did not wish his brother to be o^^s.^ ^ 
his presence before being coniroTitfe^V\>iNiVY^\oA.%^'^A^^ 
he counted on his unexpected apT^an.\A.0TL \o is^'^^ ^^^ 
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Bpicacity and presence of mind, by making him lose his 
coolness. Hence he concealed himself in a spot invisible 
to the most searching glance, reserving the right of ap- 
pearing at the decisive moment. 

More than an hour elapsed, ere Don Stefano, in spite 
of Eglantine's incessant care, made a movement indicat- 
ing his return to life. Still the three men, crouched 
silently round him, did not for a moment relax in their 
watchfulness ; they understood the full extent of the act 
they were about to accomplish, and desired, with that 
intuitive mistrusting possessed by loyal 'souls, that the 
man they were about to try should be sufficiently col- 
lected, and so far in possession of his faculties, as to de- 
fend his life bravely. 

At the moment when the sun, rapidly declining on the 
horizon, lengthened the shadows of the trees, and only 
appeared through the lower branches like a huge ball of 
fire, the evening breeze passed like a fresh breath over the 
pale brow of the wounded man, who uttered a deep sigh 
at the feeling of comfort this beneficial freshness caused 
him to experience, after the stifling heat of the day. 

** He is going to open his eyes," Marksman muttered. 

Plying Eagle laid his finger on his lips as he pointed 
to the wounded man. 

Low as the hunter had spoken, Don Stefano had heard 
him; though not, perhaps, understanding the meaning 
of the words that had struck his ears, but sufficiently so 
to recall him to a sense of existence. 

Don Stefano was no common man, and a worthy son 
of the bastard race of Mexico. Cunning was the most 
prominent point in his eminently dissimulating charac- 
ter ; accustomed ever to judge men and things badly, 
distrust seemed innate in his heart. Marksman's words 
framed him to keep on his guard, mttiouX. B&cmL^.mHJo.- 
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out opening his eyes, lest he should reveal his return 
to life ; he made a supreme effort to recall the events 
that preceded his accident, so as to arrive, from deduction 
to deduction, at the position in which he now was, and 
guess, if that were possible, into whose hands chance, 
or his ill fortune, had made him fall. 

The task Don Stefano imposed on himself was not easy, 
for, by the force of circumstances, he was deprived of his 
most potent auxiliary, sight, which would have enabled 
him to recognize the persons who surrounded him, or, 
at any rate, perceive were they friends or enemies. 
Thus, though he listened with the utmost attention, in 
order to catch a word or a phrase to guide him in his 
suppositions, and show him how to base his "calculations 
on probable, if not positive, data, as the hunters, warned 
by the Chief, and suspecting a trick, abstained for their 
part from making a gesture or uttering a word, all his 
previsions were foiled, and he remained in the most 
utter ignorance. 

This prolonged silence further heightened Don Ste- 
fano's anxiety, and presently threw him into such a state 
of alarm that he resolved, at all risks, on removing his 
doubts. Putting his plans almost at once into execution, 
he made a movement as if to rise, and suddenly opened 
his eyes, and took an inquiring and searching glance 
around. 

" How do you feel ?" Marksman asked, as he bent over 
him. 

" Yery weak," Don Stefano answered, in a suffering 
voice. "I feel a general heaviness, and frightful buzz- 
ing in my ears." 

*' Good," the hunter continued, " that is not dan^<a.i:c^ss.. 
It is always so after a fall." 
''I have had a fall, then V' tiie ^oxjcoA.^^ m*!^^ ^"^"^^ 
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tinued, whom the sight of Euperto, an old acquaintance, 
began to reassure. 

"Hang it! it is probable, as we found you lying on 
the banks of the Rubio." 

'* Ah, you found me, then ?" 

" Yes, about three hours back." 

" Thanks for the aid you gave me; had it not been for 
that, I should probably be dead." 

*' Yery possibly ; but do not be in a hurry to thank us.'* 

" Why not ?'* Don Stefano suddenly said, as he cocked 
his ears at this ambiguous answer, which seemed to him 
a disguised threat. 

** Eh, who knows ?" Marksman retorted, simply ; '* no 
one can answer for the future." 

Don Stefano, whose strength was rapidly returning, 
and who had already regained all his lucidity of mind, 
rose quickly, and fixed on the Canadian a glance which 
seemed meant to read his most intricate thoughts. '* I 
am not your prisoner, though V 

"Hum !" was all the'hunter replied. 

This interjection made the wounded man thoughtful, 
and disturbed] him more than a long phrase. " Let us 
speak frankly," he said, after a few moments' reflection. 

"I wish for nothing better." 

"Of you, then, there is one I know," he continued, 
pointing to Euperto, who gave a silent nod of assent. 
" I never, to my knowledge, injured that man ; on the 
contrary " 

" That is true," Euperto answered. 

"I never saw you, so you can have no feelings of ani- 
mosity against me." 

" That is correct. This is the first time Providence 
Ifas brought us face to face." 
^^ There remains this Indian wamot, ^\i.o, ^^^i^^^^t- 
^elf, 18 a perfect stranger to me.'' 
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"All that is correct." 

" For what reason, then, can I be your prisoner ? Un- 
less, as I cannot believe, you belong to those birds of 
prey, called pirates, who swarm in the desert ?" 

" We are not pirates, but frank and honest hunters." 

*' A further reason why I should address my question . 
to you again, and ask you if I am your prisoner or no r" 

"The question |is not so simple as you suppose, al- 
though we have no reproaches to bring against you per- 
sonally. Have you not^insulted or offended other persons 
since you have been on the prairie ?" 

" Who else but you ? Did you not try, no later than 
last night, to assassinate a man in an ambuscade you laid 
for him?" 

" Yes ; but that man is my enemy.*' 
" Well ! Suppose, for a moment, we are friends of 
that man I" 

" But it is not so. It cannot be." 
" Why not ? What makes you suppose so ?" 
Don Stefano shrugged his shoulders contemptuously. 
"You must think me very foolish," he said, "if you 
would try to make me believe that quibble." 
" It is not so much one as you imagine." 
" Nonsense ! If I had fallen into the hands of that 
man, he would have had me conveyed to his C£«np, in 
order to revenge himself on me in the presence^ of the 
bandits he commands, and to whom the sight of my 
punishment would, doubtlessly, have been too agreeable 
for him to have tried to deprive them of the delightful 
sight." • 

The old hunter, whose language had kitlvfcx^XifejB^ 
ironical and face^ malicious, suddeiiV^ e\vMi^<i^ \^^ \ss^^^ 
and became as serious and stem BkS "^^ \v».^ ^tw^ss^^ 
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been sarcastic. ''Listen," he said, "and profit by what 
you are going to hear. "We are not the dupes of your 
feigned weakness. We know very well that your 
strength has nearly returned. The advice I give you is 
frank, and intended to guard you against yourself; you 
are not our prisoner, it is true, and yet you are not free.' 

*' I do not understand you," Don Stefano interrupted 
him, the last words clouding over his face, which had 
suddenly grown brighter. 

"ITot one of the persons present," Marksman con- 
tinued, '' has any charge to bring against you. We do 
not know who you are ; and before to-day, I, at least, 
was entirely ignorant of your existence ; but there is a 
man who asserts that he has against you — not feelings 
of hatred, for that would be a matter to settle between 
yourselves in a fair fight — but motives of complaint suf- 
ficiently great to justify your immediate trial.*' 

" My trial 1" Don Stefano repeated, in the utmost 
astonishment ; *' but before what tribunal does that man 
intend to try me ? We are here in the desert." 

*'Yes; and you seem to forget it. In the desert, 
where the laws of cities are powerless to punish the 
guilty, there is a terrible, summary, implacable legisla- 
ture, to which, in the common welfare, every aggrieved 
person has a right to appeal, when suspicious circum- 
stances demand it." 

" And what is this law ?" Don Stefano asked, whose 
pale face had already assumed a cadaverous hue. 

*' It is Lynch law." 

''Lynch law?" 

" Yes ; and in the name of that law we, who, as you 
BBj, yoM do not know, have been assembled to try you." 
** Try me I but that is impossible. "WViat mme have 
I committed ? Who is the mau that a^eviaea lafiT' 
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" I cannot answer these questions. I do not know 
the crime of which you are accused, nor the nanie of 
your accuser ; but believe me, we have no hatred or pre- 
judice against you, and we shall, therefore, be impartial. 
Prepare your defence during the few moments left you, 
and when the moment arrives, try to prove your ] in- 
nocence, by confounding your accuser — a thing^which I 
ardently desire." 

Don Stefano let his head fall in his hands with an 
expression of despair. " But how would you have me 
prepare my defence, when I am ignorant of the nature of 
the crimes imputed to me? Give me a light through the 
darkness, a flash, however slight, that I may be able to 
guide myself, and know where I am." 

" In speaking as I did, Caballero, I obeyed my con- 
science, which ordered me to warn you of the danger 
that threatened you. It would be impossible for me to 
tell you more, for I am as ignorant as yourself." 

** Oh ! it is enough to drive a man mad," Don Stefano 
exclaimed. 

At a sign from Marksman, Buperto and Flying Eagle 
rose. The hunter nodded to Eglantine to imitate their 
example. All four withdrew, and 'Don Stefano was left 
alone. 

The Mexican rolled on the ground with the insensate 
fiiry of a man before whom an insurmountable obstacle 
suddenly rises, and who, driven into a desperate position, 
is forced to confess himself vanquished. A prey to the 
deepest anxiety, ignorant whither to turn in order to 
dispel the tempest growling over his head, he sought in 
vain in his mind for the means to escape from the hands 
that held him. His inveative genius, so fertiL^ va.^^'ea\&% 
of every description, furnished "him m\;^i Ti» ^\i^\ss«^%^% 
no stratagem, that would aid him. adN^\i\.su'g<ia^^-^"3 ''^^^''^^" 
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porting this supreme contest with the unknown. In 
vain he racked his brains : he found nothing. Suddenly 
he drew himself up, and by a movement rapid as thought, 
thrust his hand into his chest. '* Ah !' he exclaimed, 
sorrowfully, and let his hand fall again by his side, 
" what has become of my portfolio ?" He searched eager- 
ly around him, but found nothing. ''I am lost,'* he 
added, " if those men have found it. "What shall I do ? 
What will become of me ?'' 

^^ A sound of horses was heard in the distance, gradually 
approaching the spot where the hunters were encamped. 
The sound soon became more distinct, and it was easy 
to recognize the advent of a numerous party of horsemen. 
In fact, within a quarter of an hour, some thirty mounted 
men, led by Brighteye,' entered the clearing. "^Bright- 
eye among these bandits !" Don Stefano muttered. 
** What can be the meaning of it ?" 

His uncertainty did not last long. The new arrivals 
escorted a man whom Don Stefano recognized at once. 
"Don Miguel Ortega ! oh, oh!" Then he added, with 
one of those cunning smiles habitual to him, '^'Now I 
know my accuser. Come, come," he said to himself, 
** the position is not so desperate as I supposed. It is evi- 
dent these men know nothing, and my precious papers 
have not fallen into their hands. Hum ! I fancy that 
this terrible Lynch law will be wrong this time, and I 
shall escape from this peril, as I have done from so many 
others.'* 

Bon Miguel had passed without seeing Don Stefano, 

or perhaps, as was more likely, without appearing to 

notice him. As for the prisoner, interested as he was in 

observing everything, and not allowing the slightest de- 

talJ to escape his notice, he Mlo^ed with watchful 

<ir<?/ while feigning the most md\ffei^i\t\i^\v^.V\w5.x, \iS\. 
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the moyements of the hunters. After gently depositing 
the litter at the side of the clearing opposite to that 
where Don Stefano lay, the Gambusinos, instead of dis- 
mountingy formed a large circle, and remained motion- 
less, rifle on thigh, thus rendering any attempt at flight 
impossible. 

Buffalo skulls^ intended to act as seats, were arranged 
in a semi-circle round a fire of dry branches. On these 
skulls, five in number, five men immediately took their 
seats, arranged in the following order: — Don Miguel 
Ortega, performing the duties of president, in the centre, 
having on his right Marksman, on his left Brighteye, 
and then the Indian Chief and a Gambusino. This tri- 
bunal in the open air, in the heart of the virgin forest, 
surrounded by these horsemen, in their strange costume, 
motionless as bronze statues, produced an effect at once 
imposing and striking. These five men, with stern looks 
and frowning eyebrows, calm and apathetic, bore a mar- 
vellous resemblance to that Holy Yehm, which in old 
times, on the banks of the Ehine, took the place of 
legal justice, no longer able to repress crime, and gave 
its judgments in the open air, to the hoarse growling of 
the winds, and the mysterious murmurs of the waters. 

In spite of his daring, Don Stefano felt A shudder of 
terror all over him, as he looked round the clearing, and 
saw all eyes fatally fixed upon him, with the implacable 
rigidity of desert force and justice. ** Hum !" he mut- 
tered to himself, *' I believe I shall have a difficulty to 
get out of the scrape, and was too hasty in claiming 
victory." 

At this moment, two hunters, at a sign from Don Mi- 
guel, quitted the ranks, dismounted, and approached the 
wounded man. The latter made au ^^ot\,> wA^ojsRftfcV 
ed in gaining his feet. The \i\ni\;ex^ \i^^ V-vxa. \s^ ^^"^ 
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arms, and led him before the tribunal. Don Stefano 
drew himself up, crossed his arms on his chest, and bent 
a sardonic glance on the men before whom he was led. 
" Oh, oh !" he said, with a mocking accent, addressing 
Don Miguel, *' it is you, then, Caballero, who are my 
accuser ?" 

The captain shrugged his shoulders slightly. " K^o," 
he replied ; " I am not your accuser, but your judge." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

FACE 10 PACE. 

Afiee these words, there was a moment of expectation 
— almost of hesitation. A leaden silence seemed to 
brood over the forest. 

Don Stefano was the first to overcome the feeling of 
terror which involuntarily pervaded him. *'"Well!'* 
he said, with a contemptuous tone, and a clear, cutting 
voice ; *' if it be not you, where is this accuser ? Will 
he hide himself, now that the hour has arrived ? Will 
he recoil before the responsibility he has assumed ? Let 
him appear — I am ready for him !" 

Don Miguel shook his head. " When he does appear, 
you may, perhaps, find that he has come too soon," he 
answered. 

** What do you want with me, then ?" 

"You shall hear.'' 

Don Miguel was pale and sombre ; a sad smile played 
round his discoloured lips ; it was evident that he was 
making extraordinary exertions to overcome his weak- 
ness and keep his seat. After a few moments' con- 
ajderation, he raised his head. *' What is your name ?*^ 
Jie asked. • 
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'* Don Stefano Cohecho," the accused answered with- 
out hesitation. 

The judges exchanged a glance. 

" Where were you born r" 

"AtMazatlan, in 1808." 

*' What is your profession :" 

" Merchant, at Santa Ffe.'' 

** What motive brought you into the desert ?" 

** I have told you already." 

" Repeat it !" Don Miguel said, with perfect coldness, 

**I would remark that these questions, perfectly un- 
necessary for you, are beginning to grow tiresome.'' 

" I ask you what motive brought you into the desert ?" 

'* The failure of several of my correspondents com- 
pelled me to take a journey, in the hope of saving some 
fragments of my endangered fortune. I am in the 
desert, because there is no other road to the town I 
wish to reach." 

" Where are you going ?'* 

'*To Monterey. You see the docility with which I 
answer all your questions," he said, with the imper- 
tinent tone he had assumed ever since he was led before 
his judges. 

''Yes,'* Don Miguel replied, slowly, and laying a 
stress on each word, " you display great docility. I 
wish, for your own sake, you were equally truthful." 

" What do you mean by that remark ?" Don Stefano 
asked, haughtily. 

" I mean that you have answered each of my ques- 
tions with a falsehood," Don Miguel said, coolly and 
drily. 

Don Stefano frowned, and his tawny eye emitted a 
flash. "Caballero!" he said, N\o\^\i>i\:^, ^^«vy^ viSL\x!L- 
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"It is no insult,** the adrenturer answered, in his 
old tone ; " it is the truth, and you know it as well 
as I." 

" I should he curious to know the meaning of this," 
the Mexican tried to say. 

Don Miguel looked at him fixedly ; and, in spite of 
his impudence, Don Stefano could not endure the glance. 

" I will satisfy you," the adyenturer said. 

" I am listening." 

" To my first question you answered that your name 
was Don Stefmo Cohecho ?" 

""Well?" 

** That is false; for your name is Don Estevan de 
Eeal del Monte." 

The accused gave a slight start Don Miguel con- 
tinued : — " To my second question, you replied that 
you were horn at Mazatlan, in 1808. That is false: 
you were horn at Guana-juato, in 1805." 

The adventurer waited a moment, to give the man 
he addressed time to reply. But Don Estevan, whose 
right name we will in future adhere to, did not think 
it advisable to do so. He remained cold and gloomy. 
Don Miguel smiled contemptuously, and continued : — 

** To my third question, you answered that you car- 
ried on the business of a merchant, and were established 
at Santa F^. That is all false. You never were a 
merchant. You are a senator, and reside in Mexico. 
Lastly — You said you were only crossing the desert 
on your road to Monterey, where the interests of your 
pretended business called you. As for the latter asser- 
tion, I need hardly, I believe, prove its falsehood to 
you, for that is palpable from the other answers you 
made. Now I await your reply, if you have one to 
ma^e— which I doubt.'* 
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Don Esteyan had had time enough to recover from 
the rude hlow he had received ; hence he did not feel 
alarmed, as he believed he could ^ess whence the at- 
tack came, and by what means those in whose presence 
he now was had obtained this information about him. 
Hence he replied in a sarcastic tone, and drawing in his 
lips spitefully, — " Why do you fancy I cannot answer 
you, Caballero ? ITothing is more -easy ; on the contrary, 
casptta ! because, during my fainting fit, you — shall I 
say robbed me ? !N'o, I am polite ; I will therefore saji 
— adroitly carried off my portfolio ; and because, after 
opening it, you obtained certain information, you throw 
it in my face, convinced that I shall feel disarmed by 
your being so conversant with my affairs. Nonsense I 
you are mad, on my soul. All these things are absurdi- 
ties, which will not bear analysis. Yes, it is true that 
my name is Don Eistevan. I was bom at Guana-juato, 
in 1805, and am a senator — what next? Those are 
strong motives on which to base an accusation against a 
Caballero ! Cuerpo de Cristo I am I the only man in 
the desert who assumes a name other than his own ? 
By what right do you, who only call each other by your 
surnames, wish to prevent me from following your ex- 
ample ? It is the height of absurdity ; and if you have 
no better reason to allege, I must ask you to let me go 
and attend to my affiairs in peace,** 

" We have others," Don Miguel answered, in an icy 
tone. 

'* I know your reasons. You, Don Miguel, who are 
also called Don Torribio, and sometimes Don Jose, ac- 
cuse me of having laid a trap for you, from which you 
were only saved by a miracle. But tbat \& ^xaaJ^KssiLNsfc.- 
tween ourselves, in wMcli "ReovexL ^o\i^ TXi^aJ^ ^^f^ *^^ 
arbiter.'* 
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*' Do not bring that name forward. I have already- 
told you that I was not your accuser, but your judge." 

" Very good. Kestore me my portfolio, and let us 
stop here, believe me, for in all this there is no advan- 
tage for you, unless you have resolved to assassinate me, 
"which is very possible ; and in that case I am at your 
service. I do not pretend to contend against the thirty 
or forty bandits who surround me. So kill me if you 
think proper, and let us have an end of it." 
• Don Stefano uttered these words with a tone of so- 
vereign contempt, which his judges, like men whose 
mind is made up beforehand, did not appear to notice. 

" We have not stolen your portfolio," Don Miguel 
answered ; '* not one of us has seen it, much less opened 
it. We are not bandits, and have no design to assas- 
sinate you. We are assembled to try you according to 
the regulations of Lynch Law ; and we perform this 
duty with all the impartiality of which we are capable." 

"If that be the case, let my accuser appear, and I 
will confound him. Why does he hide 'himself so ob- 
stinately? Justice must be done in the sight of all. 
Let this man come, who asserts that he has such heavy 
crimes to bring against me — ^let him come, and I will 
prove him a vile calumniator." 

Don Estevan had scarcely uttered these words, ere 
the branches of a neighbouring bush were drawn back, 
and a man appeared. He walked hastily toward the 
Mexican, and laid his hand boldly on his shoulder. 

"Prove to me, then, that I am a vile calumniator, 

Don Estevan," he said, in a low and concentrated voice, 

as he regarded him with an expression of implacable 

hatred. 

^^01?,'' Don Estevan exolaxm^A, "my brother!" and 

JoJIwff like a drunken man, he recoiled a ie^w ^^^^^, Vv^ 
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face covered with a deadly pallor, his eyes suffused with 
blood, and immeasurably dilated. Don Mariano held 
him with a firm hand, to prevent him falling on the 
ground, and placed his face almost close to his. 

**I am your accuser, Estevan," he said. "Accursed 
one, what have you done with my daughter ?" 

The other made no reply. Don Mariano regarded 
him for a moment with an expression impossible to de- 
scribe, and disdainfully threw him off with a gesture of 
sovereign contempt. The wretch tottered, and stretched 
out his arms, trying instinctively to keep up ; but his 
strength failed him ; he fell on his knees, and buried 
his face in his hand, with an expression of despair and 
baffled lage, the hideousness of which no pencil could 
render. 

The spectators remained calm and stoical. They had 
not uttered a word or made a sign ; but a secret terror 
had seized upon them, and they exchanged looks which, 
if the accused had seen them, would have revealed to 
him the fat« which in their minds they reserved for him. 

Don Mariano gave his two servants a signal to follow 
him, and, with one on either side, he took his place in 
the centre of the clearing, in front of the improvised 
tribunal, aid began speaking in a powerful, clear, and 
accented voice. " Listen to me, Caballeros, and when 
I have told jou aU I have to say about the man you see 
there crushed and confounded, before I had even ut- 
tered a word, you will judge him according to your 
conscience, without hatred or anger. That man is my 
brother. Wken young, for a reason it is unnecessary 
to explain here, my father wished to drive him from 
his presence. I interceded for him, and though I didw 
not obtain his entire pardon, a\,\\\\iei ^^^ *v\^^"?b^^ ^s.^- 
neath the paternal Toof. .Da^a ^«s&^^> -^^"iscs. ^Siisg^^^ 
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away ; the boy became a man ; my father^ at his deaths 
gare me his whole fortune, to the prejudice of his other 
son, whom he had cursed. I tore up the will, sum- 
moned that man to my side, and restored him, a beggar 
and a wretch, that share of the wealth and comfort of 
which his father, in my opinion, had not the right to 
deprive him/* 

Don Mariano stopped, and turned to his servants. 
The two men stretched out their right hands together, 
took off their hats, and said, in one voice, as if replying 
to their master's dumb questioning, — '' We affirm that 
all this is strictly true." 

" Hence this man owed me everything — ^fortune, po- 
sition, future ; for, owing to my influence, I sijcceeded 
in having him elected a senator. Let us now see how 
he rewarded me for so many kindnesses, and ihe extent 
of his gratitude. He had succeeded in making me for- 
get what I regarded as errors of youth, and persuade 
myself that he was entirely reformed : his conduct was 
ostensibly irreproachable ; under certain circumstances, 
he had even displayed a rigour of principle, for which 
I was obliged to reprove him ; in a word, he had suc- 
ceeded in making me his dupe. Married, and father of 
two children, he brought them up with I strictness 
which, in my eyes, was a proof of his reforjaation ; and 
he carefully repeated to me often—* I do »ot wish my 
children to become what I have been.' 0\^ing to one of 
those numberless pronunciammtos which utdermine and 
dismember our fine country, I was an objeit of suspicion 
to the new government, through some dart machination, 
and compelled to fly at once to save my threatened life, 
I knew not to whom to confide my wife and daughter, 
^^o. In spite of their desire, could not ffllowme. My 
brother offered to watch over them. K. ti&cw^. ^x^tKcJa- 
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ment, a voice from heaven, which I did wrong to des- 
pise, warned my heart not to pat faith in this man, nor 
accept his proposition. Time pressed ; I must depart ; 
the soldiers sent to arrest me were thundering at the 
door of my house ; I confided what was dearest to me 
in the world to that coward there, and fled. During the 
two years my absence lasted, I wrote letter after letter 
to my brother, and received no reply. I was suffering 
from mortal alarm, and was almost resolved, at all risks, 
to return to Mexico, when, thanks to certain friends who 
were inde&tigable in my behalf, my name was erased 
from the list of postscripts, and I was permitted to re^ 
turn to my country. Scarcely two hours after receiving 
the news, I set out. I arrived at Yera Cruz four days 
later. Without taking time to rest, I mounted a horse, 
and galloped off, only leaving my wearied steed to take 
another, along the seventy leagues of road separating 
the capital from the port, and dismounted at my brother's 
door. He was away, but a letter from him informed 
me that, compelled by urgent business to proceed to 
New Orleans, he would return in a month, and begged 
me to await him. But not a word about my wife and 
daughter ; not a syllable about the fortune I had en- 
trusted to him. My alarm was changed into terror, and 
I presaged a misfortune. I left my brother's house, half 
mad, remounted the almost foundered horse that had 
brought me there, and proceeded as rapidly as possible 
to my own house. Windows and doors were closed ; 
the house I had left so gay and animated was silent 
and gloomy as a tomb. I stood for a moment, not daring 
to rap at the door. At length I made up my mind, pre- 
ferring the reality, however horrible it might be^ to tha 
uncertainty which droyeme maii.^^ 
At this point in his atory "DoTi^^nsflM^ %\k^2^ 
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His voice was broken by the interoal emotion he expe- 
rienced, and which it was impossible for him to master 
any longer. 

There was a solemn silence. Don Estevan had not 
changed his position. Since the beginning of his bro- 
ther's narratiye, he appeared to be plunged in profound 
grief, and crushed by remorse. 

Presently, Bermudez, seeing that his master was in- 
capable of continuing his narratiye, took the word in 
his turn, — " It was I who opened the door. Heaven is 
my witness that I love my master, and unhesitatingly 
would lay down my life for him. Alas ! I was fated to 
cause him the greatest grief it is possible for a man to 
suffer — forced to answer the questions he pressed on me. 
I told him of the decease of his wife and daughter, who 
had died a few weeks after each other in the convent of 
the Bemardines. The blow was terrible ; Don Mariano 
fell as if struck by lightning. One evening, when, as 
was his custom since his return, Don Mariano was alone 
in his bedroom, with his face buried in his hands, giving 
way to sorrowful reflections, while regarding, with eyes 
fUU of tears, the portrait of the dear beings he was 
never to see again, a man wrapped up in a large cloak, 
and with a sombrero pulled down over his eyes, de- 
manded speccli of Senor de Eeal del Monte. On my 
remarking that his Excellency saw nobody, this man in- 
sisted with strange tenacity, declaring he had to hand 
to my master a letter, the contents of which were of the 
utmost importance. I know not how it was, but the 
iii«n*s tone appeared to me so sincere^ that, in spite of 
niy$elf, I infringed the positive orders I had received, 
and led him to Don Mariano."' 

TJi^it gtMidemsok at this moment raised his head, and 
lmdhi9 hmikd on the old serranVs ann» ^^Ij^^. lafe ^*^^- 
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tinue now, Bermudez/' he said. " What I have to add 
is not much." 

, Then, turning to the hunters, who still appeared cold 
and apathetic, he went on, — ** When this man was in 
my presence, he said, without any introductory remarks, 
* Excellency, you weep for two persons who were very 
dear to you, and whose fate is unknown to you.' * They 
are dead,' I replied. ' Perhaps so,' he said. * What 
will you give the man who brings you, I will not say 
good news, but a slight hope ?' 

" Without replying, I rose, and went to a cabinet, in 
which I kept my gold and jewels. * Hold out your hat,' 
I said to him. In a second the hat was full of gold and 
diamonds. The stranger put them all out of sight, and 
said, with a low bow, — ' My name is Pepito ; I am a 
little of all trades. A man, whose name you need not 
know, gave me this strip of paper, with orders to hand 
it to you immediately on your arrival in Mexico. I only 
learned your return this morning, and have now come 
to carry out the order I received.' 

** I tore the paper from his hands, and read it, while 
Pepito deluged me with thanks, to which I did not listen, 
and then retired. This was what the paper contained." 

Don Miguel stretched out his arm toward Don Mariano. 

" * A friend of the Real del Monte family," the Gam- 
busino said, in a loud voice, '' warns Don Mariano that 
he has been shamelessly deceived by the man in whom 
he placed entire confidence, and who owed everything 
to him. That man poisoned Dona Serafina de Beal dej, 
Monte. Don Mariano's daughter was buried alive in 
the Li pace of the Bemardine convent. If Senor del 
Monte desires to examine thoroughly the frightful ma- 
chinations of which he has beenOie vi^Mvca^ «ii^^^tOa»xsss.'& 
see again one of the two. persons "W^iotq. >uSift Ta.'as^.^'^^^s^si^^- 
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ceived fancied had disappeared for ever, let Don Mariano 
keep the contents of this letter the most profound secret, 
feign the same ignorance, hut quietly make preparations 
for a long journey, "which no one must suspect. On the 
next 5th Novemher, at sunset, a man will he at the Teo- 
cali do Quinametzin (the Giant). This man will accost 
Don Mariano hy pronouncing two names, those of his 
wife and daughter. Then he will tell him all that he is 
ignorant of, and perhaps he ahle to restore him a little 
of the happiness he has lost.' The note ended here, and 
was not signed." 

" That is true," Don Mariano said, utterly astounded ; 
** but how did you learn these details ? It was doubt- 
lessly yourself who " 

" When the time arrives, I will answer you," Don 
Miguel said, in a peremptory tone. " Go on." 

" What more shall I say ? I started for the strange 
meeting promised me, nourishing in my heart I know 
not what mad hopes. Alas ! man is so constituted that 
he clings to everything which can aid bim in doubting 
a misfortune. This day, God, who has probably taken 
pity on me, made me meet the man who is my brother ; 
the sight of him caused me an astonishment I cannot ex- 
press. How could it be him, when he had written me he 
was gone to "New Orleans ? A vague suspicion, which I 
had hitherto repulsed, gnawed at my heart with such 
force, that I began to believe, though it appeared to me 
very horrible, that my brother was the traitor to whom 
I owed all my misfortunes. Still I doubted, I was un- 
decided, when this portfolio, lost by the wretch and found 
by the Indian Chief, Plying Eagle, suddenly tore off the 
thick bandage that covered my eyes, by giving me all 
the proofs of the oAiovLf^ machinations and crimes com- 
mitted hy this wretch, this cruel iTa\.im'aLe> i^t ^^ \^- 
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noble object of robbing me of my fortune to enrich his 
children. Here is the portfolio. Bead the papers it 
contains, and decide between my villainous brother and 
myself." 

While saying this, Don Mariano offered the portfolio 
to Don Miguel, who, however, declined it. 

** Those proofs are unnecessary for us, Don Mariano," 
he said ; " we possess others more convincing still." 

" What do you mean ?" 

** You shall understand." And Don Miguel rose. 

Without being able to explain why it was so, Don 
Estevan felt a shiver all over his body, for he guessed, 
by a species of intuition, that his brother's accusation 
contained nothing so terrible as the facts Don Miguel 
was preparing to reveal. He threw up his head slightly, 
bent forward, and with pantiog chest and dilated nostrils, 
fascinated, as it were, by the chief of the adventurers, 
he awaited, with constantly increasing anxiety, what 
Don Miguel was going to say. 



CHAPTEE XX. 

THE JUDGMENT. 

The sun had disappeared on the horizon ; shadows had 
assumed the place of light ; the darkness falling from the 
sky had covered the forest with an impenetrable brown 
shroud. The Gambusinos lighted branches of oeoUt and 
then the clearing, in which the events we are describing 
took place, was fantastically lighted by torches, whose, 
flickering, ensanguined glare played on the trees and 
the persons collected under their dense foliage, and gave 
the whole scene a strange and sinister stamp. 

Don Miguel, after looking aTO\m^\» ^eiaaxA^SXKo&^^-^n 
began speaking ;— '* As you have iowix.^ >3a»J^ ^^tXJwi^i 
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■nirwT -fawwwr 3m£ < lIIaByutiMLrf 6r ercr, let Don Mariano 
Jam "ixa '^tnruniu. ^^cs Le&tEr die most profound secret, 
Jb^ tfis ame "giUH'Murr, tat q'lielij' make preparations 
Ar M Ions' jbDOEBnv wfcidk no one must suspect. On the 
Kica&3r«veB&a^ sisnaet, s icaninU be at theTeo- 
CKT & Qui" I ■!■ f ■?■ 'Ae ^att^. This man will accost 
0iBt lfw^w» hr iJniwiH m ^ two names, those of his 
wr& sb£ faagfeter. Tiftea be will tdl him all that he is 
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" Wbcn tbe time arriyes, I will answer you," Don 
IGgiiel said, in a peremptory tone. " Go on." 
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meeting promised me, nourishing in my heart I know- 
not what mad hopes. Alas ! man is so constituted that 
be clings to everything which, can aid him in doubting 
a misfartane. This day, God, who has probably taken 
pity on me, made me meet the man who is my brother ; 
the sight of him caused me an astonishment I cannot ex- 
press. How could it be him, when he had written me he 
was gone to N'ew Orleans ? A vague suspicion, which I 
had hitherto repulsed, gnawed at my heart with such 
force, that I began to believe, though it appeared to me 
very horrible, that my brother was the traitor to whom 
I owed all my misfortunes. Still I doubted, I was un- 
decided, when this portfolio, lost by the wretbb andldond 
by the Indian Chief, Flying Eagle, sadde 
thick bandage that covered 
the proofs of the odiottt ^ 
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saved my niece, that is true ; and I should thank you 
for it, did I not know yoil so thoroughly." 

At these singular words, his hearers made a movement 
of surprise, which did not escape Don Estevan's notice. 
Satisfied with the effect he found he had produced, he 
went on. 

The scoundrel had judged the question at the first 
glance. Unable completely to exonerate himself, he 
resolved to turn the difficulty, which he expected to do 
the more easily, because the only person capable of con- 
tradicting him was unable to hear him and put matters 
in the right light. He assumed a placid countenance, 
and said, with affected honesty : — " Good heavens ! not 
one of us is infallible. Who does not commit an error, 
at least once in his life ? Far" from me be the thought 
of lessening the opprobrium of the deed I am accused 
of. Yes, I broke my pledged faith; I deceived my 
brother, the man to whom I owed all. You see, 
Caballeros, that I do not attempt to exculpate myself ; 
but between that fault and the committal of a crime, 
there is a vast difference, and, thanks to Heaven, I cannot 
be accused of an assassination ; and I throw back the 
responsibility of this shameful deed on the right person." 

** Who is that man ?'* Don Miguel asked, involuntarily 
astonished and terrified by the fellow's cunning. 

" Oh," he said, with imperturbable coolness, '* I will 
throw the responsibility on those too zealous people who 
ever understand much more than they should understand, 
and who, either through covetousness or some other mo- 
tive, always go further than they ought. I confess that 
I certainly desired to get hold of my brother's fortune ; 
but I intended to do so legally." 

The Gambusinos, all scouudiela ^\i\jfe^ Vy^^tc^x.-^^- 
lousljr elastic conscience, wlicih. ua\.UT«3^"^x^i^^^^^^^*^^^^ 
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very unscrupulous as to deeds more orlessreprehensible, 
were, however, terrified on hearing such a theory. They 
asked each other, in a low voice, with the simple cre- 
dulity of semi-savages, if the man before them, who spoke 
thus, were really their fellow-being, or whether the Evil 
Spirit had not assumed this shape in order to deceive 
them? 

" Understand me clearly, Caballeros," Don Estevan 
continued, in a voice growing, every moment firmer, 
** the Mother Superior of the Bemardinesis my relative, 
and has an unbounded affection for me. When I let her 
see through my plans, she urged me to persevere, assur- 
ing me that she knew an infallible means to make my 
projects succeed. I believed her words the more easily, 
because these means were very simple, and consisted in 
compelling my niece to take the veil. I looked no fur- 
ther, I swear to you. Poor child, I loved her too dearly 
to desire her death ! All went on as I desired, though I 
in no way interfered ; my sister-in-law died ; that death 
seemed to me perfectly natural, after the numberless 
sorrows that had overpowered her. I am accused of 
having poisoned her. It is false ! Perhaps she was so ; 
1 will not aflirm the contrary ; but in that case my rela- 
tive must be accused of the crime, whose object it was, 
evidently, to bring the fortune I coveted nearer to my 
grasp. I wrote at once to my brother, telling him of 
this death, which really grieved me ; but he did not re- 
ceive the letter. I see nothing astonishing in that, be- 
cause he was continually going from town to town, as his 
fancy led him. I frequently went to the convent to visit 
my niece ; she seemed to me determined to take the veil. 
The Mother Superior, for her part, incessantly told me 
not to trouble myself about anything ; hence I let matters 
^o on without any interference on my ^^x\»* On ^ii^ ^«^ 
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my niece was to take the veil, I went to the convent ; 
then, something unusual and scandalous occurred. At the 
moment of professing, the girl refused distinctly to be- 
come a nun, and I retired in despair at this misad venture- 
In the evening, a nun came to my house and told me 
that my niece, after a very violent scene with the Mother 
Superior, had been attacked by congestion of the brain, 
and died suddenly. This news caused me considerable 
grief. All night I walked about my room, deploring the 
irreparable misfortune which overwhelmed my unhappy 
brother. On reflection, a suspicion sprung up in my 
mind. This death appeared to me peculiar, and I dreaded 
a crime. In order to clear up my doubts, I hurried to 
the convent at daybreak ; there a fresh surprise awaited 
me. The community were upset — terror was visible on 
every face. During the night a band of armed men en- 
tered the convent ; my niece was torn from her tomb 
and carried off by these men, who at the same time 
took away a young novic^. Then, convinced that I was 
not deceived, and that a crime had been committed, I 
shut myself up with the Mother Superior in her cell, 
and, by menaces and entreaties, succeeded in dragging 
the truth from her. My horror was extreme on learning 
that my unfortunate niece had really been interred alive. 
One thing was left me to do ; one duty to fulfil. I must 
discover traces of her, rescue her, and restore her to her 
father's arms. I did not hesitate, but set out two days 
later. That is the entire truth ; my conduct has been 
reprehensible, even culpable ; but, I swear it, it has not 
been criminal." 

The audience had listened to this daring justification 
with icy silence. When Don Estevan stopped speaking, 
not a sign of approval gave him a ko^^ qS. \vw\xi% ^'?s^- 
vineed Mb hearers. 
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" Supposing — though I do not admit it, for there are 
too many proofs to the contrary — that what you assert 
be true," Don Miguel answered him, ** for what reason 
did you wish to assassinate me, when 1 had saved her 
whom you had wished to restore to her father's arms ?" 

" Do you not understand that ?" Don Estevan ex- 
claimed, in feigned surprise. *' Must I tell you every- 
thing?" 

*' Yes, everything," the young man answered, coldly. 

'* Well, yes, I did wish to assassinate you, because 
at the Presidio de Tubar I was assured that you had only 
carried ojff my niece for the purpose of dishonouring 
her. I wished to avenge on you the outrage I believed 
you had done her." 

Don Miguel turned pale at this insult. "Villain !" 
he shouted, in a voice of thunder, " do you dare to utter 
such an atrocious calumny ?" 

The auditors had started in horror at Don Estevan's 
words, and, feeling himself conquered, in spite of all his 
audacity, he was compelled to bow his head beneath the 
weight of the general reprobation. 

Marksman then rose, " Caballeros," he said, ** you 
have heard the accusation brought against this man by 
his brother. During the whole time that accusation 
lasted, you remarked his countenance; now you have 
heard his defence. "We have allowed him to say what 
he pleased, without trying to interrupt or intimidate him : 
the hour has now arrived to pronounce judgment. It is 
always a serious thing to condemn a man, even the 
worst of malefactors. Lynch law, you know as well as 
I, admits no compromises ; it kills or it acquits. Al- 
though chosen to try this man, we will not alone as- 
sume the responsibility of the act. Reflect, then, seri- 
ousfy- before answering the queatioua "L ^\i«XV «ASa^'saVi 
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yoTi, and, before all, remember tbat on your answer de- 
pends the life or death of this wretched man. Oabal- 
leros, on your soul and conscienoe, is this man guilty ?" 

There was a moment of supreme silence ; all the faces 
were grave, all hearts beat forcibly. Don Estevan, with 
frowning brow, pale face, but firm look — ^for he was 
brave — waited, a prey to an anxiety which he could only 
conceal by the firmness of his will. 

Marksman, after waiting several minutes, went on in 
a slow and solemn voice, — "Caballeros, is this man 
guilty?" 

" Yes !" all exclaimed, unanimously. 

At this moment, Don Mariano, through the care of 
his servants, was beginning to give signs of life, precur- 
sors of his return to consciousness. Brighteye bent over 
to Marksman. " Is it right," he whispered, *' that Don 
Mariano should be present at his brother's condemna- 
tion:" 

" Certainly not," the old hunter said, quickly ; " the 
more so, as now that the first outbreak of wrath has 
passed, he would probably intercede in his favour. But 
how shall we get him away ?" 

'' ril manage that, and take him to the Gambusinos' 
camp." 

"Make haste!" 

Brighteye rose, and walked to Bermudez, in whose 
ear he whispered a few words ; then the two servants, 
taking their master under the arms, disappeared with 
him in the thickets, followed by the hunter and Eglan- 
tine, to whom the Canadian had made a sign to come. 
In the state of agitation and excitement the Gambusinos 
were in, no one noticed this departure, and tiq^;, ^^^scl^^ 
Bound of several horses going away ^a^\ia«t\% 
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Don Estevan alone noticed this removal, the purpose 
of which he understood. " I am lost," he muttered. 

Marksman made a sign, and silence was restored, as 
if by enchantment. "What penalty does the culprit 
deserve V* he asked. 

" Death !'* the audience replied, like a faneral echo. 

Then, turning to the condemned man. Marksman 
continued — " Don Estevan de Keal del Monte, you, who 
came into the desert with criminal intentions, have 
fallen beneath the stroke of Lynch law ; it is the law 
of God ; eye for eye, tooth for tooth ; it admits of only 
one punishment, that of retaliation ; it is the primitive 
law of old times restored to humanity. You condemned 
a hapless maiden to be buried alive, and perish of hun- 
ger. You will also be buried alive, to die of hunger ; 
but as you might long call on death ere it came to your 
aid, we will give you the means to put an end to your 
sufferings when the courage to endure them longer fails 
you. "We are more merciful than you were to your un- 
happy victim ; for you will be only interred up to the 
arm-pits, your left arm will remain at liberty, and we 
will place within your reach a pistol, with which you 
can blow out your brains when you have suffered suffi- 
ciently. I have spoken. Is this sentence just r" he 
added, addressing his audience. 

*' Yes,'* they said, in a low and concentrated voice. 
"Eye for eye, tooth for tooth !" 

Don Estevan had listened with horror to the old 
hunter's words ; the fearful punishment to which he was 
condemned had struck him with stupor ; for though he 
expected death, that prepared for him seemed so fright- 
ful, that at first he could not believe it ; still, when he 
^ajr, at a sign from Marksman, two Gamhuainos set 'to 
work digging a hole, his hair Blood •vr^tv^Xi^.m^Xsxt^^, 
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an icy perspiration beaded on his temples, and he cried, 
in a hoarse voice, as he clasped his hands, — " Oh, not 
that atrocious death, I implore you ; kill me at once !" 

*' You are condemned, and must endure your punish- 
ment, such as it was pronounced," the old hunter an- 
swered. 

*' Oh, give me the pistol you promised me, that I may 
hlow out my brains on the spot. You will be avenged.'* 
" We are not taking vengeance ; the pistol will be left 
you when we depart." 

" Oh, you are implacable !" he said, as he fell to the 
ground, where he writhed in impotent rage. 
"We are just," Marksman merely answered. 
Don Estevan, having arrived at the height of fury, 
leaped up suddenly, and, bounding like a jaguar, rushed 
head down, against a tree, with the intention of dashing 
out his brains. But the Gambusinos watched his move- 
ments too closely to let him carry out his desperate re- 
solve ; they seized, and, despite his obstinate resistance 
and wild ravings, they bound him, and rendered it im- 
possible for him to make a movement. His wrath then 
changed to despair. "Oh!" he shouted, ''were my 
brother here, he would save me. Oh, heavens ! Mariano, 
help me, help me !" 

Marksman walked up to him. 
" You are about to be placed in your grave," he said 
to him. '* Have you any final arrangements to make ?'* 
" Then this horrible punishment is true ?" he said, 
wildly. 

"It is true." 

"You must be wild beasts, then." 

" We are your judges." 

" Oh, let me live, be it onl^ lot ^ ^«^^''' 

^'Tou are condemned." 



198 THB INDJAir SG017T* 

''Malediction on you, demcms with huttan faces T 
Assassins, who gives you the right to kill me ?" 

"By the right every man possesses |o crush a serpent. 
^ot the last time, have you any arrangements to make ?" 

Don Estevan, crushed by this fearful contest, kept si- 
lence for an instant; then two tears slowly dropped from 
hia fever-burned eyes, and he murmured in a gentle, al- 
most child-like voice, — " Oh, my sons, my poor dar- 
lings ! what will become of you when I am no longer 
here?" 

'* Make haste," the hunter said. 

Don Estevan fixed a haggard eye upon him. " I have 
two sons," he said, speaking as in a dream; ''they have 
only me left, alas ! and I am about to die ! Listen, if 
you are not utterly a wild beast. Swear to perform 
what I ask of you ?" 

The hunter felt moved by this poignant grief. 

" I swear it," he said. 

The condemned seemed to be collecting his ideas* 
"Paper and a pencil," he said. 

Marksman still held the^^portfolio ; he tore a leaf from 
it, and gave it to him, with the pencil. 

Don Estevan smiled bitterly at the sight of his port- 
folio. He clutched the paper, and hurriedly wrote a 
few lines, which he gave to the hunter. An extraordi- 
nary change had taken place in the prisoner's face ; his 
features were calm, his glance gentle and suppliant. 
" Here," he said, " I count on your word. Take this 
letter ; it is for my brother, I recommend my children 
to him ; it is for their sake I am dying. No matter ! if 
they are happy, I shall have attained my object — that is 
all I want. My brother is good ; he will not abandon 
the unhappy orphans I leave as a heritage to him. I 
implore you, give him that paper.'' 
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'' Within an hour it shall be in his hands ; I swear 
it!" 

*' Thanks. Now do with me what you please ; I care 
little. I have insured the wel&re of my children ; that 
was all I wished for." 

The hole had been dug. Two Gambusinos seized 
Don Estevan, and lowered him into it. When he was 
standing upright in the hole, the ground was just on a 
level with his armpits ; his right arm was fastened along 
his side, the other l^ft free. Then the earth was piled 
up around this living man, who was already no more 
than a corpse. When the hole was filled up, a Gambu- 
sino approached the condesmed man with a scarf. 

" What are you going to do ?" he asked in terror, 
though he guessed the man's purpose. 

" To gag you," the Gambusino said, brutally. 

*' Oh !" he remarked. 

He allowed himself to be gagged without resistance, 
and was, indeed, hardly conscious of what was being 
done with him. Marksman then placed a pistol under 
the wretch's quivering hand, and took off his hat. " Don 
Estevan," he said, in a grave and solemn voice, '' men 
have condemned you. Pray to God that He may be 
merciful to you, for you have no hope but in Him." 

The hunters and Gambusinos then remounted their 
horses, extinguished the torches, and disappeared in the 
darkness, like a legion of black phantoms. The culprit 
was left alone in the gloom, which his remorse peopled 
with hideous spectres. With neck stretched out, eyes 
widely dilated, and ears on the watch, he looked and 
listened. So long as he heard the echo of the horses' 
footfalls in the distance, a wild hope still filled his soul ; 
he waited — he expected. Wliat ^'^l V'a ^^\sX— -^^^j^sJr* 
expect ^ He could not liave said, \nxa&^i \ ^i^>^ 'Cissa. ^^ 
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BO constituted. Gradually every sound died out, and 
Don Estevan at length found himself alone, in the 
heart of an unknown desert, with no hope of help from 
anyone* Then he uttered a profound sigh, closed his 
hand on the pistol, and placed the icy muzzle against 
his temple, muttering for the last time the name of his 
children. 

♦ ^ « « ^ 

In the meantime the Gambusinos withdrew, a prey 
to that feeling of undefLnable uneasiness which involun- 
tarily contracts the heart of every man, when he has 
accomplished an act in which he knows that he had, 
perhaps, no right to take the initiative—even when re- 
cognizing its necessity and even strict justice. No one 
spoke ; all heads were bowed. They rode along, gloomy 
and thoughtful, by each other's side, not daring to in- 
terchange their reflections, and listening to the mys- 
terious sounds of the solitude. They had just reached 
the last limits of the forest covert : before them the 
waters of the Eubio glistened like a long silver ribbon 
in the pale moonlight. They had gained the ford, when 
suddenly the distant explosion of a fire-arm resounded 
hoarsely, driven back by the echoes of the Quebradas. 
Instinctively these men, for all they were so brave and 
well-tried, shuddered, and stopped with a movement of 
stupor — almost of terror. There was a minute of 
ghostly silence. Marksman understood that he must 
break the gloomy dream which weighed like remorse 
on all these men. Hence, masking with some difficulty 
the emotion that almost choked him, he said, in a grave 
voice: — '* Brothers! the vengeance of the desert is 
satisfied. The scoundrel wo condemned has at length 
done justice on himself." 
There is in the human voice a stian^^ «oA VcL^om^x^- 
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hensible power. The few words uttered by the Scout 
sufficed to restore to all these men their pristine energy. 

" May heaven be merciful to him !*' Don Miguel re- 
sponded. 

"Amen!" the Gambusinos said, crossing themselves 
piously. ; 

From this moment the heavy weight that oppressed 
them was removed ; the culprit was dead. The un- 
pleasant logic of an accomplished fact once again justi- 
fied Lynch Law, and at the same time stifled regret 
and remorse, by putting an end to the cruel uncertainty 
which had hitherto oppressed them. 

Don Stefano once dead, the girl he had so pitilessly 
pursued was saved, in the eyes of these iron-hearted 
men : this reason alone was sufficient to extinguish in 
them all pity for the criminal. A sudden re-action took 
place in them, and their rebel natures, momentarily sub- 
dued, rose again stronger and more implacable than ever. 

At a signal from the Canadian, the party recom- 
menced their march, and soon disappeared among the 
sand-hills which cover the banks of the Eubio ford* 
The desert, for an instant troubled by the sound of the 
horses' feet on the pebbles, fell back into its calm and 
majestic silence. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

BRIGHTEYB. 



Beightete, as we mentioned, aided by the two ser- 
vants, had succeeded in carrying off Don Mariano, who 
was still in a half-fainting state, m ox^<et \ji ^^"^^ \ssss^ 
the atrocious sight of liia 'bto^^et'a «xfe^x>SSss^» ''^S^^ 
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motion and the night air rapidly restored the old gen- 
tleman to life; On opening his eyes, his first word, 
after looking around him to see where he was, was to 
ask about his brother. I^o one answered ; the people 
who led him along redoubled their speed. 

" Stay !" Don Mariano then shouted, as he rose with 
an effort, and tore the bridle from the hands of his 
leader. " Stop— I insist !" 

" Are you in a condition to manage your own horse ?'' 
Brighteye asked him. 

*'Yes,"herepHed. 

" Then we will let loose ; but on one condition." 

"What is it?" 

** That you will promise to follow us." 

" Am I your prisoner, then ?" 

''Oh, no! far from that!" 

" Why, then, is this attempt to force my will ?" 

"We are merely acting on your behalf." 

" How am I here ?*' 

" Cannot you guess ?** 

" I am waiting for your explanation." 

" We did not wish that, after accusing your brother, 
you should witness his execution." 

Don Mariano, overpowered, let his head droop, sadly. 
" Is he dead ?'* he asked, with a shudder. 

" l^ot yet," Brighteye answered. 

The hunter's accent was so gloomy, his face so mourn- 
ful, that the Mexican gentleman was struck with terror. 
"Oh, you have killed him !" he muttered. 

" No," Brighteye answered, drily, " he must die by 
his own hand. He will kill himself." 

" Oh ! that is horrible ! In Heaven's name tell me 
^/ I prefer the truth, however fearful it may be, to 
this frightfal uncertainty." 
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" "Why describe the same to yon ? You will know 
all the details only too well presently." 

" Very good/' Don Mariano answered, resolutely, as 
he stopped his horse ; " I know what is left me to do." 

Brighteye looked at him in a very peculiar manner^ 
and laid his hand on his bridle. '^ Take care/' he said, 
drily, "not to let yourself be carried away by the first 
impulse, which is always unreflecting, and regret pre- 
sently what you have done to-night." 

*' Still, I cannot let my brother perish/' he ex- 
claimed ; "I should be a fratricide.*' 

'* No ! for he has been justly condemned. You were 
only the instrument Diyine Justice employed to punish 
a criminal." 

"Oh! your spurious arguments will not convince 
me, my master. If, in a moment of passion and sense- 
less hatred, I forgot the ties that attached me to that 
unhappy man, now that I see and understand all the 
horror of my action, I will repair the evil I have done.*' 

Brighteye pressed his arm forcibly, leaned over to his 
ear, and said : — " Silence ! you will destroy him by 
trying to save him. It is not your place to try it ; 
leave that to others.'* 

Don Mariano tried to read in the hunter's eye the 
determination he seemed to have formed, and, letting go 
of the bridle, he went on with a thoughtful air. A 
quarter of an hour later, they reached the Kubio ford. 
They stopped on the bank of the river, which, having 
fallen back into its narrow bed, flowed on calmly and 
gently at this moment. 

" Go to the camp,*' Brighteye said ; " it is useless for 
me to accompany you further. I am going,*' he added, 
with a significant glance at Dou "^•ajcvaska, *^^ ^a '"^o^ 
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the Gambosinos. Continue your road gently, and you 
will arrive at the camp only a few minutes before us." 

'' Then you return ?'' Don Mariano asked. 

"Yes!" Brighteye answered; " good-bye for the 
present." 

" For the present !" the old gentleman said, as he 
held out his hand. The hunter took it, and pressed it 
cordially. Don Mariano urged his horse into the water, 
and his servants silently imitated him. Brighteye re- 
mained motionless on the bank, and watched them 
cross. Don Mariano turned, waved his hand to him, 
and the three men disappeared in the tall .grass. So 
soon as they were out of sight, Brighteye turned his 
horse round, and regained the covert of the virgin forest. 
The hunter seemed to be sadly troubled with thought. 
At length, on reaching a certain spot, he halted and 
looked around, inquiringly and suspiciously. The deep- 
est silence and most complete tranquillity prevailed all 
round him. 

" It must be !*' the hunter muttered. " Not to do it 
would be worse than a crime, for it would be cowardice. 
"Well, Heaven will judge between us." 

After again carefully examining the neighbourhood, 
probably reassured by the silence and solitude, he dis- 
mounted, took off his horse's bridle to let it graze at its 
ease, hobbled it lest it should stray too far, threw his 
rifle over his shoulder, and cautiously entered the forest. 

The hunter was doubtlessly ruminating on one of 
those schemes whose execution demands the continual 
tension of a man's faculties, for his progress was slow 
and calculated, his eye constantly peered into the gloom. 
"With head outstretched, he listened to the nameless 
Bounda of the desert, stopping at times when an unusual 
raatliDg in the brambles struck his eai, wi^ xe^<i«\a<^ X.^ 
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him the presence of some unknown being. Suddenly 
he stopped, remained for a second motionless, and then 
disappeared in an inextricable medley of leaves, bram- 
bles, and creepers, in which his presence could not pos- 
sibly be suspected. Scarcely was he hidden, ere the 
hoofs of several horses re-echoed in the distance, be- 
neath the dense dome of forest verdure. Gradually the 
sound came nearer, the steps grew more distinct, and a 
band of horsemen at length appeared, marching in close 
column. They were the hunters and Gambusinos. 

Marksman was conversing in a low voice with Don 
Miguel, carried on a litter on the shoulders of two 
Mexicans, for he was still too weak to sit a horse. The 
little party advanced gently, owing to the wounded man 
they had in their midst, and were proceeding toward 
the Eubio ford. 

Brighteye watched his comrades pass, without making 
a movement to reveal his presence. It was evident that 
he wished them to remain ignorant of the fact that he 
had turned back, and that the motives which impelled 
him to act must remain a secret between him and Hea- 
ven. It was in vain that he looked for Flying Eagle 
and Eglantine among the Gambusinos : the two Eed- 
skins had separated from the band. This absence ap- 
peared greatly to vex the hunter. Still, after a minute, 
his face resumed its serenity, and he shrugged his 
shoulders with that careless air which indicates that a 
man has put up with an annoyance against which he 
cannot contend. When the Gambusinos had disappeared, 
the hunter emerged from his hiding-place : he listened 
for a moment to the sound of the horses' hoofs, which 
grew every moment weaker, and soon died out in the 
distance. Brighteye drew laimaeYl "vx^» ''^ ^^«^V^^ ^^^ 
muttered, with an air of Bat\Biae\ivoTi\ *^\^'«x^ "s^ss^ ''^ 
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as I please, without fear of being disturbed, unless 
Plying Eagle and hii squaw have remained prowling 
about the place. Bah ! we shall soon see ; besides, that 
is not probable, for the Chief is too anxious to rejoin 
his tribe, to amuse himself by losing his time here* I 
will go on, at any rate.*' 

With this, he threw bis rifle on his shoulder, and set 
out again with a light and deliberate step, though not 
n^lecting the precautions usual in the desert on any 
march; for, by night, the woodrangers know that they 
are ever watched by invisible foes, be they men or 
beasts. Brighteye thus reached the skirt of the clear- 
ing, in which the dramatic events we have described 
took place, and in which there only remained at this 
moment a man buried alive, face to face with his crimes, 
with no hope of possible help, and abandoned by all na- 
ture, if not by Heaven. The hunter stopped, lay down 
on the ground, and looked. A funeral silence, the si- 
lence of the tomb, brooded over the clearing. Don 
Estevan, with eyes dilated by fear, his chest oppressed 
by the earth, which collected round his body, with a 
slow and continuous movement, felt the breath gra- 
dually departing from his lungs, his temples beat ready 
to burst, the blood boiled in his veins, drops of icy 
perspiration beaded at the roots of his hair, a blood- 
stained veil was stretched over his eyes, and he felt 
himself dying. 

At this supreme moment, when all deserted him at 
once, Ijie wretched man uttered a hoarse and piercing 
cry ; tears burst from his proud eyes ; his hand, as we 
have stated, nervously clutched the butt of the pistol . 
left to abridge his punidiment, and he raised the barrel 
/b A/s temples, muttering, with an accent of indescri- 
Asd/e despair — '' Heaven ! Heaveul par^oinxv^V' 
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He pulled the trigger. Suddenly a hand was laid on 
his arm, the bullet whizzed into tte air, and a severe 
yet gentle voice replied — '*God has heard you. He 
pardons you !" 

The wretch turned his head wildly, looked, with an 
air of terror, at the man who spoke thus, and, too weak 
to resist the terrible emotion that agitated him, he ut- 
tered a cry resembling a sob, and fainted. 

As the reader will doubtlessly have guessed, the man 
who arrived so opportunely for Don Estevan was Bright- 
eye. **Hum!" he said, with a shake of his head, "it 
was time for me to interfere." 

Then, without losiog a moment, the worthy fellow 
busied himself with drawing firom his tomb the man he 
wished to save. It was a rude task, especially as he 
lacked the necessary tools. The Gambusinos had laboured 
conscientiously, and filled up the hole in such a way that 
the man they were burying was solidly blocked in. 

Brighteye was compelled to dig with his knife, while 
using the utmost precautions not to wound Don Estevan. 
At times the hunter stopped, wiped his perspiring brow, 
and looked at the pale face of the Mexican, who was still 
in a faint ; then, after a few moments of this silent con- 
templation, he shook his head two or three times, and 
set to work again with redoubled ardour. 

These two men in the desert, surrounded by dense 
gloom, offered a strange spectacle. Certainly, had a way- 
farer been able to see what was taking place in this un- 
known clearing, in the heart of the virgin forest, peopled 
by wild beasts, whose hoarse roars rose at intervals in 
the darkness, as if protesting against this invasion of 
their domain — he would have fancied himself witness of 
some diabolical incantation, and \i«v^ ^<fc^ ^\. IxJ^^s^^^;^^ 
a prey to the wildest tenor. ^UW^fv^Xfc'^^^^^'^ ^"^ 
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digging. His task progressed but slowly, because, in pro- 
portion as he went deeper, bis difficulties grew greater. 

For a moment the hunter stopped, in despair of suc- 
ceeding in saving the condemned man ; but this moment 
of discouragement lasted a very short time. The Cana- 
dian, ashamed of the thought, began digging again with 
that feverish energy which the reaction of a powerful 
will upon a passing weakness imparts to a man of reso- 
lution. At length, after extraordinary difficulties, the 
task, twenty times interrupted and twenty times recom- 
menced, was completed. The hunter uttered a shout of 
triumph and pleasure ; he then seized Don Estevan under 
the armpits,. drew him vigorously towards him, and, with 
some trouble, succeeded in laying him on the ground. 
His first task was to cut asunder the bonds that formed 
an inextricable network round the wretch's body ; he 
opened his clothes, to give his lungs the necessary free- 
dom to inhale the external air, then half filled a calabash 
of water from his gourd, and threw the contents over 
Don Estevan's face. The fainting fit had been produced 
by the emotion he felt on seeing a saviour arrive at the 
moment when he believed that he had nought left but 
to die. The sudden shock of the cold water effected a 
favourable reaction ; he gave out a sigh, and opened his 
eyes. 

His first movement, on regaining consciousness, was 
to look defiantly up to heaven ; then he held out his 
hand to Brighteye. "Thanks !" he said to him. 

The hunter fell back, and declined to take the proffered 
hand. '^ You must not thank me," he said. 

"Who then?" 

"God!" 

Don Estevan drew in his pale lips contemptuously ; 
buisooD Ufldersfcanding that he musl d^ci^vT^\i\^^^x\.QXix, 
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if he wished for a continuance of that protection which 
he cared not yet to do without, he said, with feigned 
humility — " That is true. God first, and you next." 

"I," Brighteye continued, "have only performed a 
duty — paid a debt ; now we are quits. Ten years ago 
you rendered me an important service ; to-day I have 
saved your Hfe. I discharge you from all gratitude, and 
yoi> must do the same with me. From this hour we no 
longer know each other — our w«ys are different.'* 

'* Will you abandon me thus ?" he said, with a move- 
ment of terror, which he could not overcome. 

" What more can I do ?" 

"All!" 

" I do not understand you." 

" It would have been better to leave me to die in the 
hole, into which you helped to place me, than save me 
to die of hunger in the desert, become the prey of wild 
beasts, or fall into the hands of the Indians. You know, 
Brighteye, that on the prairies a disarmed man is a dead 
man ; you do not save me at this moment, but render 
my agony longer and more painful, since the weapon 
which, in their cruel generosity, your friends left me to 
put an end to my misfortunes, when courage and hope 
failed me, can no longer serve me at pgeaent." 

"That is true," Brighteye muttered. 

The hunter let his head sink on his chest, and reflected 
deeply for several seconds. Don Estevan anxiously fol- 
lowed in the loyal and characteristic face of the hunter 
all the emotions by turns reflected there. The Canadian 
continued — "-You are right in asking mo for weapons. 
If you are deprived of them, you run the risk of being, 
in a few hours, in a similar position to that from which 
I took you." 
''You allow it" 
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*' By Jove ! there is no doubt about it." 

" Then be generous to the end. Give me the means 
of defending myself." The hunter shook his head. , 

"I did not think of that," he said. 

" Which means, that had you thought of it, you would 
have let me die." 

" Perhaps so." 

This word fell like the blow of a sledge hammer on Don 
Estevan's heart. He gave the hunter a suspicious glance. 
" What you say, then, is not well," he remarked. 

"What would you have me answer you?" the other 
retorted. " In my eyes you were justly condemned. I 
ought to have let justice follow its course. I did not do 
so. Perhaps I was wrong. iN'ow that I regard the 
matter in cool blood, while allowing that you are right 
in asking me for arms, and that it is indispensable for 
you to have them, in the first place for your personal 
safety, and next to provide for your wants, I am afraid 
to give them to you." 

Don Estevan had sat down by the hunter's side ; he 
was playing carelessly with [the discharged pistol, and 
appearing to listen very attentively to what Brighteye 
was saying. *' Why so ?" he answered. 

" Well, for a rery simple reason. I have known you 
for a long time, as you are well aware, Don Estevan. I 
know that you are not the man to forget an insult. I 
am convinced that, if I give you arms, you will only 
think of vengeance, and it is that I wish to avoid." 

"As for that," the Mexican exclaimed, with a 
fiendish laugh, " you can only think of one method — 
leaving me to die of hunger. Oh, oh, yours is singular 
philanthropy, companiro! You have rather a brutal 
way of arranging matters for a man who piques himself 
on bis honour and loyalty." 
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" You do not uoderstand me. I will not give you 
arms — that is true ; but, at the same time, I will not 
leave the service I have done you incomplete." 

*< Hum !" and what will you do to effect that result ? 
I am curious to know it/' Don Estevan said, with a grin. 

" I will escort you to the frontiers of the prairie, 
guarding you from all danger during the journey, de- 
fending you, and hunting for you. That is simple 
enough, I believe." 

"Very simple, indeed; and, on getting there, I will 
purchase arms, and return to seek my revenge." 

"Not so." 

" Why not ?" 

" Because you will swear to me on the spot, by your 
honour, to forget every feeling of hatred toward your 
enemy, and never to return to the prairie." 

" And if I will not swear?" 

" Then it will be different. I shall leave you to your 
fate ; and as that will have happened by your own fault, 
I shall consider myself entirely quits with you." 

" Oh ! oh ! but assuming that I accept the harsh con- 
ditions you force on me, I must know how we are to 
travel. The road is long from here to the establish- 
ments, and I am not in a condition to go a-foot." 

•' That is true, but need not trouble you. I have left 
my horse in a thicket, a few paces from the Bubio. You 
will ride it till I can procure another." 

"And you?" 

"I will follow on foot. We hunters are as good 
walkers as riders. Come, make up your mind." 

" Well, I must do what you desire." 

"Yes ; I believe that is the best for you. Then you 
consent to take the oath I demand V 

'^I see no way of getting out oi WiCi ^^i«^^ <^*Qk^^twss^- 
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But,'' he suddenly said, "what is the matter behind 
that tree ?" 

"Where?" the hunter asked. 

" Over there," Don Estevan continued, pointing in 
the direction of a dense clump of trees. 

The hunter turned his head quickly towards the spot 
indicated by the Mexican. The latter lost no time in 
seizing the pistol he had been playing with by the end. 
He raised it quickly, and dealt a blow with the butt on 
the hunter's head. The blow was given with such force 
and precision, that Brighteye stretched out his arms, 
closed his eyes, and rolled on the ground with a heavy 
sigh. 

Don Estevan regarded him for a moment with an ex- 
pression of contempt and satisfied hatred. " Idiot !" 
he muttered, kicking him aside, " you ought to have 
made those absurd conditions before saving me ; but for 
the present it is too late. I am free, Cuerpo de Cristo ! 
1 will avenge myself." 

After uttering these words, and looking up to heaven 
defiantly, he bent over the hunter, stripped him of his 
weapons without the slightest shame, and left him, not 
even stopping to see were he dead or only wounded. " It 
is you, accursed dog !" he went on, " who will die of 
hunger, or be devoured by wild beasts. As for myself, 
I no longer fear anything, for I have in my hands the 
means to accomplish my vengeance." 

And the wretch walked hurriedly from the clearing 
to look for Brighteye's horse, which he intended to 
mount. 
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CHAPTBE XXn. 

THE CAMP. 

The Gambusinos reached their camp a little before sun- 
rise. During their absence, the few men left in charge 
of the entrenchments had not been disturbed. 

Bon Mariano awaited the return of the Mexicans 
with lively impatience. So soon as he saw them, he 
went to meet them. 

Marksman was gloomy. The reception he gave the 
gentleman, though cordial, was still rather dry. The 
hunter, although convinced he had accomplished a duty 
in condemning Don Estevan, was for all that sad, when 
thinking of the responsibility he had taken on himself 
in the affair. 

It is one thing to kill a man in action while defend- 
ing one's life, in the midst of the intoxication of battle, 
another to try and coldly execute an individual against 
whom no personal motive of hatred or anger is felt. 
The old Canadian, in his heart, feared Don Mariano's 
reproaches. He knew the human heart too well not to 
be assured that the gentleman, when he regarded in 
cold blood the action he had excited the Gambusinos to 
commit, would detest it, and curse the docile instru- 
ments he had found- However great Don Estevan's 
crimes against Don Mariano might be, however cruel 
his conduct, it was not his brother's place to accuse 
him, or to demand his death at the hands of these im- 
placable men, in whom all feelings of clemency are 
extinguished through the rough life they are forced 
to lead. 

Now that some hours had elaj^BeOi %YCkR^T!^^'vi^^\is^'s:^^ 
condemnation, Marksman, -wlio "bi^yi \i^^^ Vi x<^^^ 
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again, and was able to regard that action under a dif- 
ferent light, had asked himself if he really had the right 
to act as he had done, and if what he took for a deed of 
stem and strict justice were not an assassination and 
disguised vengeance. Hence he expected that Don 
Mariano, on seeing him, would reproacli him, and ask 
his brother's life at his hands. 

The hunter prepared to answer the questions Don 
Mariano was doubtless going to address to him ; and so 
soon as he perceived him, his brow, already troubled by 
sad thoughts, grew even more overcast. But Marksman 
was mistaken, not a reproach, not a word having refer- 
ence to the judgment passed Don Mariano's lips ; not an 
allusion, however remote, caused the hunter to suspect 
that the gentleman intended to 'attack that delicate 
subject. 

The Canadian breathed again; but during the few 
moments they occupied in returning to the camp side 
by side, he took a side glance at Don Mariano's face. 
The old gentleman was pale and sad, but his counte- 
nance was calm, and his features apathetic. 

The hunter shook his head. " He is turning over 
some scheme in his mind," he muttered, in a low voice. 

So soon as the camp was entered, and the barriers 
were closed again behind the Gambusinos, Don Miguel, 
after placing sentries at the entrenchments, turned to 
Marksman and Don Mariano. " The sun will rise in 
about two hours," he said to them ; " deign to accept 
my hospitality, and accompany me to my tent." 

The two men bowed. Don Miguel made his bearers 

a sign to place the litter on the ground. He rose, helped 

by Marksman, and leaning on the hunter's arm, entered 

the tent, followed by Don Mariano. The curtain fell 

behind them. 
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The Gambusinos, wearied with their night march, 
had hastened to unsaddle their horses and give them 
food. Then, after throwing some handfuls of dried 
wood on the fires, in order to revive the flame, they 
wrapped themselves in their fressadas and zarapes, and 
lay down on the ground, where they speedily fell asleep. 
Ten minutes after the adventurers' return, they were 
all in the deepest sleep. Three men alone were awake, 
and they were assembled in the tent, and holding a 
conversation, at which we will invite the reader to be 
present. 

The interior of the tent into which Don Miguel had 
introduced his two companions was furnished in the 
most simple fashion. In one comer was the hermeti- 
cally closed palanquin ; in the opposite one, several fars 
stretched on the ground marked the place of abed; four 
or five buffalo skulls served as chairs ; it was impossible 
to meet with anything so simple and less comfortable 
than this. 

Don Miguel threw himself on the bed, biddiog his 
comrades, by a graceful bow, to sit down on the buffalo 
skulls. Marksman and Don Mariano drew them up by 
their host's side, and sat down silently. Don Miguel 
then took the word. '* Caballeros," he said, " the events 
which have occurred this night, to which I shall not 
further allude, require to be clearly explained, especially 
in the provision of the probable complications which may 
result from them in the affairs which, I hope, we shall 
undertake ere long. AVhat I have to say regards and 
interests you peculiarly, Don Mariano. Hence I ad- 
dress myself principally to you. As for Marksman, he 
knows pretty nearly all the connecting links of what L 
am about to tell you. If 1 \)es \mBL \.o \i^ ^'t^'SK^ ^^iaa 
interview I wish to have ml\i 'JO^/y^. H& ^^^ce^. ^'^^^'^'^^ 
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the old friendship that unites us^ and secondly, because 
his adyice wiU be of great help to us in the further re- 
solutions we shall have to take." 

Don Mariano looked at the adventurer in a way which 
made him comprehend that he understood not a syllable 
of this long prelude. 

" Do you not remember, Don Mariano," the Canadian 
then said, " that before sending Brighteye to the camp 
to fetch Don Miguel, I told you that you were ignorant 
of the most interesting portion of the history ?'* 

" Yes ; I remember it, although, at the moment, I 
did not attach to the statement all the value it deserved." 
" "Well, if I am not mistaken, Don Miguel is about to 
explain these frightful machinations to you in a few 
words." Then he added, as if on reflection, '* There is 
one man I should like to see here. It is important that 
he should know the whole truth also ; but since our re- 
turn to the camp I have not seen him." 
"Whom do you mean ?" 

"Brighteye, whom I asked to accompany you here." 
" He did so ; but on reaching the camp, as he doubt- 
lessly supposed that I had no further need of his pro- 
tection, he left me." 

" Did he not tell you for what object ?" the hunter 
asked, lookiog firmly at the old gentleman. 

Don Mariano, in his heart, was troubled by this in- 
quiry ; but wishing to leave to Brighteye the care of 
explaining his absence, and not at all desirous of avow- 
ing his wish to save his brother, he replied, with a degree 
of hesitation he could not entirely conceal, — ** No ; he 
told me nothing, I fancied that he had j oined you again, 
and am as much surprised as yourself at his absence." 
Marksman downed B^ghilj. "That is strange," ho 
sa/d ^'Mowever," he added, " \ie ^wil^ Tio\. iw)L \.^ x^- 
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turn soon, and then we shall know what he' has been 
about." 

"Yes. Now, Don Miguel, I am at your orders. 
Speak ; I am listening to you attentively," Don Mariano 
said, not at all wishful to see the conversation continued 
on that subject. 

" Give me my real name, Don Mariano," the young 
man answered, " for it will perhaps inspire you with 
some confidence in me. I am neither Don Torribio Car- 
vajal, nor Don Miguel Ortega. My right name is Don 
Leo de Torres." 

"Leo de Torres!" Don Mariano exclaimed, rising 
with stupefaction. " The son of my dearest friend." 

"It is so," the young man answered, simply. 

" But no ; that is not possible. Basilic de Torres was 
massacred, with his entire family, by the Apache Indians, 
amid the smoking ruins of his hacienda, twenty years ago." 

" I am the son of Don Basilic de Torres," the adven- 
turer continued. " Look at me carefully, Don Mariano. 
Do not my features remind you of any one r" 

The gentleman approached, laid his hand on the ad- 
venturer's shoulder, and examined him for a few mo- 
ments with the profoundest attention. "It is true," he 
then said, with tears in his eyes, "the resemblance is ex- 
traordinary. Yes, yes," he exclaimed, impetuously ; "I 
now recognize you." 

" Oh !" the young man continued, with a smile, " I 
have in my possession the documents that guarantee my 
identity. But," he said, " that is not the question. Let 
us return to what I wished to say to you." 

" How is it that since the feaaful catastrophe which 
made you an orphan, I never heard any mention of you ? 
I, the best friend, almost the \yto\Xiet c>i ^^xa l^jjSis^^^^ ^^ 
should have been bo happy to T^toViii^ ^^"t ^^"^^^ 
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Don Leo, to whom we will henceforth give his real 
name, frowned; his brow was furrowed with deep 
wrinkles. He answered, with a sorrowful accent and 
trembling voice, — '* Thank you, Don Mariano, for the 
friendship you evince for me. Believe that I am worthy 
of it 5 but, 1 implore you, let me keep in my heart the 
secret of my silence. One day, I trust, I shall be per- 
mitted to speak, and then I will tell you all." 

Don Mariano pressed his hand. ** Act as you think 
proper," he said, with deep emotion ; " only remember 
one thiog— -that you have found in me the father you 
lost." 

The youDg man turned his head away to conceal the 
tears he felt rising in his eyes. There was a lengthened 
silence without ; the barking of the coyotes 'alone dis- 
turbed at intervals the imposing solitude of the desert. 
The interior of the tent was only lighted by a torch of 
ocote wood fixed in the ground, whose flickering flame 
played on the faces of the three men with shadows and 
lights which imprinted on their countenances a strange 
and fantastic expression. 

" The sky is beginning to be studded with broad white 
bands," Don Leo continued : ** the owls hidden beneath 
the leaves are saluting the return of day ; the sun is 
about to rise j permit me, in a few words, to explain to 
you the facts with which you are unacquainted ; for if 
I believe my presentiments, we shall soon have to act 
vigorously, in order to repair the ill deeds committed 
by Don Estevan." 

The two men bowed in affirmation. Don Leo went on : 

— " Certain reasons, unnecessary to give here, led me to 

Mexico a few months ago. Owing to those reasons, I 

}ed rather a singular life, frequenting the worst society, 

and mingling, when the occasion o^ex^^^m ^q^\^\:^ ^'^^^ 
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or less corrupt, according as you understand my words. 
Do not believe, from what I have said, that I was en- 
gaged in any criminal operations, for you would commit 
a grave error. I merely, like a goodly number of my 
countrymen, carried on certain contraband trade; perhaps 
regarded with an evil eye by government officials, but 
which had nothing very reprehensible about it." 

Marksman and Don Mariano exchanged a glance ; they 
understood, or fancied they did. Don Leo feigned not 
to notice this glance. 

" One of the places I frequented most assiduously," 
he said, " was the Plaza Mayor, There I visited an 
evangelista, a man of about fifty, half Jew, half pawn- 
broker, who, under a venerable appearance, concealed 
the most venal soul and most corrupt mind. This tho- 
rough scamp, through the thousand secret negotiations 
he carried on, and his duties of evangelista, was tho- 
roughly acquainted with the secrets of an infinite number 
of families, and all the infamies daily committed in that 
immense capital. One day, when I happened to be in 
his shop at the Oracion, a young girl entered. She was 
lovely, and seemed respectable. She trembled like a leaf 
on entering the scoundrel's den ; the latter put on his 
most captivating smile, and obsequiously asked how he 
could serve her. She turned a timid glance around, and 
noticed me. I know not why, I scented a mystery. I 
pretended to be asleep, with my head on the table, and 
my forehead resting on my crossed arms. 

" * That man !' she said, pointing to me. 

** 'Oh!' the evangelista answered, 'he is intoxicated 
with pulque ; he is a poor sergeant, of no importance ; 
besides, he is asleep.' 

** She hesitated ; then, seeixmi^ ^^^^'ei^ \k» Hsswa. ^ 
resolution, she drew a BmaW "^w^et ^QrssiV«t\i^^^'«^* 
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" ' Copy that/ she said to the evangelista, ' and I wiU 
give you two ounces.' 

'' The old villain seized the paper, and looked at it. 

*' * But it is not Castilian,' he said. 

'* * It is French/ she answered, ' But what conse- 
quence is it to you ?' 

" * To me, none.' 

" He prepaied his paper and pens, and copied the note 
without further observation. When it was finished, the 
girl compared the two notes, gave a smile of satisfaction, 
tore up the original, folded the note, and dictated a short 
address to the evangelista. Then she placed the letter 
in her bosom, and went out, after paying the agreed on 
price, which ,the evangelista seized gaily, for he had 
gained more in a few minutes than he usually did in a 
month. The girl had scarce departed, ere I raised my 
head : but the evangelista made me a sign to re-assume 
my position. He had heard the key turning in his door. 
I obeyed, and lucky it was I did so, for a man entered 
almost immediately. This man evidently desired not to 
be known. He was carefully wrapped up in a large re- 
bozo, and the brim of his sombrero was puUed down over 
his eyes. On entering, he gave an angry start. 

" ' Who is that man ?' he asked, pointing to me. 

** ' A poor drunkard asleep.' 

" * A young girl has just left here.' 

'* ' It is possible,' the evangelista answered, put on his 
guard by the question. 

" ' Ko ambiguous phrases, scoundrel,' the stranger 
answered haughtily. ' I know you, and pay you,' he 
added, as he threw a heavy purse on the table. * Answer !' 

** The evangelista quivered. All his scruples disap- 
peared at the sight of the gold sparkling through the 
meshes of the purse. 
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** ' A young girl has just left here ?' the stranger con- 
tinued. 

'''Yes.' 

<* ' "What did she want of you ?' 

" ' To copy a letter written in French.' 

« < Yery good. Show me the letter.' 

" ' She folded it up, wrote an address, and took it 
away.' 

"'I know all that.' 

"'Well?' 

" ' Well !* the stranger retorted, with a grin, * as you 
are no fool, you kept a copy of the note, and that copy 
I must have.' 

" The man's voice had struck me. I could not tell 
why. As his back was almost turned to me, I made the 
evangelista a sign, which he understood. 

" 'I did not think of that,' he answered. 

" He assumed such a simple face as he said this, that 
the stranger was deceived. He made a move of annoy- 
ance. At length he said, — ' She will return.' 

" ' I do not know.' 

" The stranger shrugged his shoulders. * I know it 
though. Every time she comes, you will keep a copy 
of what she makes you write. The answers will come 
here?' 

" ' Kot to my knowledge.' 

" ' You will not deliver them till you have shown 
them to me. I shall return to-morrow ; and do not be 
such a fool as you have been to-day, if you wish me to 
make your fortune.' 

"The evangelista grinned a smile. The stranger 
turned to go away. At this moment the comer of his* 
cloak caught in the table, an^i 1 ^^-^Xscva i^^^* ^tsrj^^ 
aU my seJf-command not to uttet ^ ^r^ ^-^ tw^^^-ecs 
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him, for it was Don Estevan, your brother. He drew 
his cloak over his face again with a stifled curse, and 
went away. He had scarce gone ere I leaped up. I 
bolted the door, and placed myself in front of the evan- 
gelista. ' It is now our turn,' I said to him, 

" He made a movement of terror. My face had a 
terrible expressiou, which made him fall back against the 
wall, clutching the purse he had just received, and which 
he doubtless supposed I wished to take from him. 

" * I am a poor old man,' he said to me. 

** * Where is the copy you refused that man ?' I said 
sharply. 

" He bent down to his desk, took the copy, and handed 
it to me, trembling. I read it with a shudder, for I 
understood. 

" * Stay,' I said, giving him an ounce ; ' every time 
you will hand me the young lady's note, I allow you to 
show it also to that man. But remember this carefully ; 
not one of the answers written by the person who has 
just left will be handed by you to the lady until I have 
read it. I am not so rich as that stranger, still I can pay 
you properly. You know me. I have only one thing 
more to say. If you betray me, I will kiU you like a dog.' 

"I went out, and, as I closed the door, I heard the 
evangelista mutter to himself, ' Santa Viring, into what 
wasp's nest have I got ?' 

" This is the key of the mystery. The young lady I 
saw at the evangelista's was a novice in the convent of 
the Bemardines, where your daughter was. Dona Laura, . 
not knowing in whom to confide, had begged her to let 
Don Francisco de Paulo Serrano know " 

" My brother-in-law ! her godfather !" Don Mariano 

''The same," Don Leo continued. '' ^\v^V^^,\^'si\^> 
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desired her friend, Dona Luisa, to let Senor Serrano re- 
ceive the note, in which she revealed to him her uncle's 
criminal machinations, and the persecutions to which she 
was exposed, while imploring him, as her father's best 
friend, to come to her aid, and take her under his pro- 
tection." 

'* Oh, my poor child !" Don Mariano murmured. 

" Don Estevan," Don Leo continued, ** had by some 
yeans learned your daughter's intentions. In order to 
be thoroughly acquainted with her plans, and be able to 
overthrow them at the right moment, he pretended to 
be entirely ignorant of them ; let the young girl carry 
the letters to the evangelista, reading the copies, and 
answering them himself, for the simple reason that Seiior 
Serrano did not receive your daughter's letters, because 
Don Estevan had bought his valet, who gave them to 
him with seals unbroken. This skilful perfidy would 
doubtless have succeeded, had not accident, or rather 
providence, placed me so fortunately in the evangelista's 
shop.'' 

" Oh !" Don Mariano muttered, " the man was a 
monster." 

" No," Don Leo remarked ; " circumstances compelled 
him to go much further than he perhaps intended. No- 
thing proves that he meditated the death of your 
daughter." 

** What would he then :" 

** Your fortune. By forcing Dona Laura to take the 
veil, he gained his object. Unfortunately, as always hap- 
pens when a man enters on that thorny path which fatally 
leads to crime, although he had coldly calculated all the 
chances of success, he could not foresee my intervention 
in the execution of his plana — ocl vd\&t^^\s^^s^ -'^J^'Ss^ 
must make them fail, and compel \iim\ft ^wM£^^^^»ssi&'» 
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in order to ensure success. Dona Laura, persuaded that 
Don Francesco's protection would not fail her, scrupu- 
lously followed the advice I sent her by means of letters 
I myself wrote in the name of the friend she addressed. 
For my own part, I held myself in readiness to act when 
the moment arrived. I will enter into no details on this 
subject. Dona Laura refused to take the vows in the 
church itself. The scandal was extreme, and the abbess, 
in her fury, resolved to put an end to matters. Tlfc 
hapless young lady, sent to sleep by means of a powerful 
narcotic, was buried alive in the in pace, where she must 
die of hunger." 

"Oh!" the two men exclaimed, shuddering with horror. 

"I repeat to you," Don Leo continued, "that I do 
not believe Don Estetan capable of this barbarity. He 
was probably the indirect accomplice, but nothing more ; 
the abbess was the sole culprit. Don Estevan accepted 
accomplished facts ; he profited by them, nothing more. 
We must suppose so, for the honour of humanity ; other- 
wise, this man would be a monster. Warned on the 
same day of what had occurred in the convent, I col- 
lected a band of banditti and adventurers. Then, at 
nightfall, I entered the building by stratagem, and, pistol 
in hand, carried off your daughter." 

" You !" Don Mariano exclaimed, with a movement 
of surprise, mingled with joy. " Oh, heavens ! then 
she is saved — she is in safety !" 

" Yes ; at a place where I, aided by Marksman, con- 
cealed her." 

'* Don Estevan would never have found her," the 
hunter added, with a crafty smile. 

The gentleman was fearfully agitated. ** Where is 
slie ?" he excJaimed. " I will see her. Tell me where 
my poor darling child is." 
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"You can understand,*' the young man answered, 
*^ that I did not keep her near me. I knew that Don 
Este van's spies and your brother himself were pursuing 
me, and following my every step. After placing Dona 
Laura in safety, I enticed all the pursuers on to my 
trail. In this way, this palanquin," he said, pointing to 
it, " contained Dona Laura till we reached the Presidio 
de Tubar. I was careful to let her be seen once or 
twice ; no more was needed to make it supposed that 
she was still with me. By the care I took to keep the 
palanquin constantly closed, and let no one approach it, 
I hoped to lead my enemies after me, and, once I had 
them in the desert, punish them. My calculations were 
more correct than Don Estevan's, for Heaven helped me. 
1^0 w that the criminal has been punished, and Dona 
Laura has no more to fear, I am ready to make known 
her place of concealment, and lead you to her." 

" Oh, my God ! Thou art just and merciful," Don 
Mariano exclaimed, with an expression of ineffable joy. 
^* I shall see my child again. She is saved." 

*' She is lost, if you do not make haste," a sepulchral 
voice replied. 

The three men turned in terror. Brighteye, with a 
pale and bleeding face, his clothes torn and bloodstained, 
was standing upright and motionless in the entrance of 
the tent, holding the curtain back. 



CHAPTEE XXIIL 

FLYING EAGLE. 

The Indians, owing to the life they are compelled to 
lead, and the education they receive, are of an essen- 
tially suspicious character. Accuatoraied. ViXifc ^wi.^^wsssSs?^ 
on their guard against everyl^^Va^ MXi^X. ^\xrtwi.^^^*^^'^> 
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to r^;ard intentions ostensibly the most honest as con- 
cealing treachery and perfidy, they haye acquired an 
nncommon skill in guessing the projects of persons with 
whom accident brings them in contact^ and foiling the 
snares set for them by their enemies. 

Machsi Xarehde, we haye already said, was an expe- 
rienced warrior, as wise in council as he was valiant in 
war, and, though still very young, he justly enjoyed a 
great reputation in his tribe. 

So soon as Marksman had, in the name of Lynch-law, 
pronounced Don Estevan's sentence, there was a species^ 
of disorder among the hunters, who broke their ranks, 
and began eagerly conversing together, as generally 
happens in such a case. Flying Eagle took advantage 
of the general attention being diverted, and no one no- 
ticing him, to give Eglantine, whose eyes were inces- 
santly fixed on him, a signal, which the young woman 
understood, and he silently stepped into a thicket, where 
he disappeared before anyone noticed his absence. 

After walking for about twenty minutes in the forest, 
the Chief, probably supposing he was far enough ofi^, 
stopped, and turned to his squaw, who had remained a 
little distance behind the whole time. " Let the Pale- 
faces," he said, ** accomplish their work. Flying Eagle 
is a Comanche warrior ; he must no longer interfere be- 
tween them." 

'* The Chief will return to his village V* Eglantine 
asked, timidly. 

The Indian smiled craftily. *' All is not over yet," 
he replied. " Flying Eagle will watch over his friends." 

The young woman let her head fall, and, seeing that 

the Indian had seated himself, prepared to light the 

camp-hre; but the Chief stopped her by a sign. *' Fly- 

2Dff Eagle does not wish to \>e d\^co\ete^,'' V^ ^'^^.^v 
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''Let my sister take her place by his «ide^ lad wait ; a 
Mend is in danger at this time/' 

At this moment a great noise of breaking branches 
could be heard not far from the spot where the Bedskins 
had halted. The Indian listened attentively for a few 
moments, with his head on the ground. " Flying Eagle 
will return," he said, as he rose. 

" Eglantine will wait for. him," the squaw said, look- 
ing at him tenderly. 

The Chief laid by her side the weapons that might 
have impeded him in the project he meditated ; he only 
kept his reata, which he carefully coiled round his right 
hand, and crept in the direction of the sound he had 
heard, which every moment grew louder. He had 
scarce advanced twenty yards, by forcing his way 
through the intertwined creepers and tall grass that 
barred his passage, ere he perceived, a few paces off, a 
magnificent black horse, which, with ears laid back, 
head extended, and all four feet fixed on the ground, 
was snorting in alarm ; its nostrils covered with foam, 
and its mouth bleeding. 

" "Wah !" the Chief muttered, stopping short, and ad- 
miring the splendid animal. He drew a few steps 
nearer, being careful not to startle the animal more, 
which followed all his movements with a restless eye ; 
and, at the instant he saw it bound to escape, he made 
his reata whistle round his neck, and threw it with such 
skill, that the running knot fell on the horse's shoulders. 
The latter tried, for three or four minutes, to regain the 
liberty so suddenly snatched from it ; but soon recog- 
nizing the futility of its efforts, it yielded once again to 
slavery, and allowed the Indian to approach, with no 
further attempts to maintain \3a^& Btov^'gkfc. ^"S^i^ ^kvsss.'^ 
was not a wild horse, but Don "Ea\.^^«c;i^ Taa.^^K&a^^^ 



228 THB INDIAN SCOlTr. 

barb, whicFhe had probably lost during the fight, when 
he was wounded. The horse's trappings were partly 
broken and torn by the branches ; but still they were in 
a good state of service. 

The Chief, delighted with the windfall accident pro- 
cured him, mounted the horse, and returned to Eglantine, 
who, submissive and obedient as a true Indian woman, 
had not stirred since his departure. 

** Flying Eagle will return to his village mounted on 
a horse worthy of so great a Chief," she said, on noticing 
him. 

The Indian smiled haughtily. " Yes, he a'nswered, 
" the sachems will be proud of him." 

And with the simple childishness so well suited to the 
primitive roughness of these men of iron, he amused 
himself, for some time, with making the horse perform 
the most difficult passes and curvets, happy at the ter- 
rrified admiiation of the woman he loved> and who could 
not refrain from trembling on perceiving him manage 
this magnificent animal with such ease. The Chief at 
length dismounted, and, while still holding the bridle in 
his hand, sat down by the young woman's side. 

They remained thus for a long time, without exchang- 
ing a word. Plying Eagle seemed to be reflecting deeply; 
his eyes wandered about in the darkness, as if wishing 
to penetrate it, and distinguish some distant object in 
the distance. He listened eagerly to the sounds of tlie 
solitude, while playing mechanically with his scalping 
knife. " There they are," he suddenly cried, as he rose, 
as if moved by a spring. 

Eglantine looked at him with astonishment. 
. " Does not my sister hear?" he asked her. 

^^Tes," she replied in a moment, *'I hear the sound 
ofhorBea in the forest." 
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" They are the Palefaces returning to their camp.'* 

" Shall we follow them ?" 

" Flying 'Eagle never leaves, without a reason, the 
path made by his mocassins. Eglantine will accompany 
the warrior." 

** Does my father doubt it ?" 

*^ 1^0 ; Eglantine is a worthy daughter of the Coman- 
ches ; she will come without a murmur. A Paleface, a 
friend of Machsi Xarehde, is in danger at this moment." 

'* The Chief will save him ?" 

The Indian smiled. *' Yes," he said ; " or, if I arrive 
too late for that, I wiU at least avenge him, and his soul 
will quiver with joy in the blessed prairies, on learning 
from his people that his friend has not forgotten him." 

" I am ready to follow the Chief." 

" Let us go, then ; it is time." 

The Indian leaped into his saddle at a bound, and 
Eglantine prepared to follow on foot. Indian squaws 
never mount the war-horse of their husbands or brothers. 
Condemned, by the laws that govern their tribe, to re- 
main constantly bowed beneath a yoke of iron, to be re- 
duced to the most complete abjectness, and devote them- 
selves to the harshest and most painful tasks, they 
endure everything without complaining, persuaded that 
it must be so, and that nothing can save them from the 
implacable tyranny that weighs on them from their birth 
to their death. In compelling his wife to follow him 
on foot, through a virgin forest, by impracticable roads, 
rendered more difficult through the darkness. Plying 
Eagle was convinced that he was only doing a very 
simple and natural thing. Eglantine, for her part, un- 
derstood it so, for she did not make the slightest remark. 

They set out, then, turning Wiea "^i^Os. wn. *^^\ss^sfc^ 
and proceeding towards the dearax^. 1^^^ ^V^ ^>fi^ 
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did the Cliief retrace his steps, and return to the spot 
ie had left an hour previously, in order to get rid of the 
Gambusinos ? We shall probably soon learn. 

When about a hundred yards from the clearing, they 
heard a shot. Flying Eagle stopped. *' Wah I" he said, 
" what has happened ? Can I be mistaken ?" 

Immediately dismounting, he gave his wife his horse 
to hold, bidding her follow him at a distance ; and, glid- 
ing through the grass, he advanced huiriedly toward the 
clearing, feeling much alarmed by the shot, which he 
could not account for, as the idea did not for a moment 
occur to him that Don Estevan had fired it with the 
intention of killing himself. The Chief was convinced 
that a man of that stamp would never give the game up, 
however desperate it was. His appreciation was not 
entirely false* 

Persuaded of this. Flying Eagle, fearing a mishap, the 
possibility of Which he seemed to have foreseen, hastened 
to reach the clearing, in order to settle his doubts, and 
trembling to see them converted into a certainty. 

On reaohiug the skirt of the clearing, he stopped, re- 
moved the branches cautiously, and looked out. The 
darkness was so dense, that he could distinguish nothing; 
a funereal silence prevailed over this portion of the forest. 
Suddenly the bushes parted, a man, or rather a demon, 
bounded out like a jackal, passed him with extreme 
velocity, and was soon lost in the darkness. 

A sad presentiment contracted the Kedskin's heart ; 
he made a movement to rush after the stranger, but 
altered his mind almost in the same moment. ^' Let us 
look here first," he muttered, " I am certain of finding 
that man again when I please.*' 

Se entered the clearing. The deserted fires no longer 
S'are out any lighL All was shadow oxi^ siikiiafe. ^\ia 
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Chief walked rapidly toward the spot where the grave 
had heen dug. It waa empty, Don Estevan had disap- 
peared. On the slope formed of the earth thrown out of 
the hole, a man lay, motionless. 

Hying Eagle hent over him, and examined him at- 
tentively for some seconds. " I knew it," he muttered, 
as he drew himself up with a smile of disdain ; ** that 
must happen, the Palefaces are gossiping old women. 
Ingratitude is a white vice — ^vengeance a red virtue." 

The Chief stood thoughtfully, with his eyes fixed on 
the wounded man. ^' Shall I save him ?" he at length 
said. *' For what good ? It is almost better to let the 
coyotes tear him limb from limb ; the red warriors laugh 
at their fury. This man," he added, " was, yet, one 
of the best of those plundering Palefaces who come to 
drive us from our last refuge. Wah ! what do I care 
our races are hostile, the wild beasts will finish him — to 
€ach his prey." 

And he made a move to withdraw. Suddenly he felt 
a hand laid on his shoulder, and a soft voice muttered 
gently in his ear, — " This Paleface is the friend of the 
grey head who delivered Eglantine. Is my father ig- 
norant of it?" 

The Chief started at this question, which answered so 
truly his innermost thoughts ; for, while speaking to 
himself, and tying to prove that he did right in aban- 
doning the wounded man, the Indian knew very well 
that the deed he premeditated was reprehensible, and 
that honour oommanded him to help the man stretched 
out at his feet. '' Does Eglantine know this hunter ?" 
he answered evasively. 

*' Eglantine saw him for the first time two days ago, 
when he so courageously Baved.\k%tcvesA^\*^^^3Kss^V 

'' Wah r the Indian muitereflL, " m^ €iA\«t ^w^-^^^^jc^^- 
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This warrior is brave, his heart is large, he is the friend 
of the Eedskins. Flying Eagle is a Chief renowned for 
his goodness of soul, he will not abandon the Paleface to 
the hideous coyotes." 

^* Machsi Earehde is'the greatest warrior of his nation^ 
his head is fiill of wisdom. What he does is well." 

Flying Eagle smiled with satisfaction at this compli- 
ment. ^' Let ns examine this man's wounds." 

Eglantine lighted a branch of ocota, which she made 
into a torch. The two Indians bent down over the 
wounded man, who still lay motionless, and by the oscil- 
lating light of the torch examined him more attentively. 

Brighteye had only a slight wound, produced by the 
butt of the pistol by which he had been struck 5 the force 
of the blow, by producing an abundant hemorrhage, had 
caused a stunning sensation, followed by a syncope. 
The wound was narrow, of no great depth, and on the 
upper part of the forehead between the eyebrows. Don 
Estevan had tried to kill the worthy hunter in the 
same way as the bulls in the corridas. The experienced 
Espadas often amuse themselves by killing the animals 
in this fashion, in order to display their skill before the 
assembled spectators. This blow, though dealt with a 
firm hand, was too hurried, and had not been calculated 
with sufficient precision to be mortal. Still it is evident 
that if the Indian Chief had not succoured him before 
daybreak, the hunter would have been devoured alive 
by the wild beasts prowling about in quest of prey. 

All Indians, when travelling, carry by a sling a parch- 
ment bag, which they call the medieine lag. It contains 
the simples these primitive men employ to cure the 
wounds they receive in combat, their surgical instru- 
mente, and the powders intended to get rid of fevers. 
After examining Brighteye's wound, \)d.^ C\i\^l Vi^^^^ 
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his head with pleasure, and immediately set about dress- 
ing. "With a sharp instrument, made of an onyx, and 
with the edge of a razor, he first cleared off the hair 
round the wound ; then he felt in his medicine bag, 
pulled out a handful of oregano leaves, which he care- 
fully pounded and mixed up with Catalonian refino. 
"We will remark here, that in all Indian medicaments 
spirits play a great part. He added to this mixture a 
little water and salt, formed the whole into a thick paste, 
and, after washing the wound twice with spirits and 
water, he applied this species of cataplasm to it, fasten- 
ing it on with abanigo leaves. This simple remedy pro- 
duced an almost instantaneous effect; within ten minutes 
the hunter gave a sigh, opened his eyes, and sat up, 
looking round him like a man suddenly roused from a 
deep sleep, and who does not completely recognize ex- 
ternal objects. 

Brighteye, however, was a man endowed with far too 
powerful an organization for this state to last long ; he 
soon managed to restore order in his ideas, recalled what 
had passed, and the treachery dealt him by the man he 
had saved. ''Thanks, Kedskin," he said, in a still weak 
voice, and holding out his hand to the Indian, who 
pressed it cordially. 

"My brother feels better?" he asked, with solici- 
tude. 

*' I feel as well as if nothing had happened to me." 

*' Wah ! my brother will then avenge himself on his 
enemy." 

" Trust me for that ; the traitor shall not escape me, 
so truly as my name is . Brighteye," the hunter an- 
swered energetically. 

*' Good ! my brother will kVW. \^ ^'H'eus^^ ^isA^\ssss^'<?> 
up hie Bcalp at the entrance oi \i\a V\^^««i?^ 
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" Wo, no, Chief; that revenge may suit a Eedskin, 
but it is not that of a man of my race and colour." 

" What will my brother do, then ?'* 

The htmter smiled cleverly, but after a few moments 
continued the conversation, though not in answer to the 
Indian's questions. " How long have I been here ?" he 
said. 

"About an hour." 

"No longer?" 

" No.'' 

"Heaven be praised. My assassin cannot be gone 
far." 

"Och!. an evil conscience is a powerful spur," the 
Indian observed, sententiously. 

" That is true." 

" What will my brother do ?" 

" I do not know yet ; the position I am in is very de- 
licate," Brighteye answered, thoughtfully. "Urged by 
my heart, and the memory of a service done me long 
ago, I committed an action which may be interpreted in 
various ways. I now perceive that I was wrong ; still, 
I confess to you, Redskin, that I do not at all wish to be 
exposed to the reproaches of my friends. It is hard for 
a man of my age, whose hair is white, and who must 
possess experience, to have it said that he has acted like 
a child, and is an old fool." 

" Still, you must make up your mind." 

" I know it. That is the thing which torments me ; 
the more so as it is urgent that Don Miguel and Don 
Mariano should be warned as speedily as possible of what 
has happened, in order to remedy the consequences of 
my foUy." 

'^Listen," the Chief remarked. " I understand how 
repugaant the confession you "iiavQ \i'i itta)iL<a ^*^ "^ \ft 
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you. It is excessively painful for an old man to bow his 
head under reproaches, however well deserved they may 
be." 
" Well !" 

" If you consent, I will do what you have so much 
difficulty in resolving on. "While you accompany Eg- 
lantine, I will go to your friends, the Palefaces ; I will 
tell them what has happened. I will put them on their 
guard against their enemy, and you will have nothing to 
fear from their anger." 

At this proposition, an indignant flush suffused the 
hunter's face. *'No," he exclaimed, "I will not add 
cowardice to my fault. I will endure the consequences 
of my deed, — all the worse for myself. I thank you. 
Chief J your proposition comes from a good heart, but I 
cannot accept it." 

** Mj brother is the master." 

*' Let us make haste," the hunter continued ; " we 
have lost too much time already. Heaven alone knows 
what may be the consequences of my deed, and the mis- 
fortunes that will probably spring from it. It is impos- 
sible for me to prevent them, it is my duty to do every- 
thing to lessen their eflfect. Come, Chief, follow me ; 
let us proceed to the camp without further delay." 

While uttering these words, the hunter rose with fe- 
verish impatience. 

** I am unarmed," he said ; " the villain has stripped 
me." 

" Let my brother not feel vexed at that," the Indian 
answered ; ** he will find the needful arms at the camp." 

" That is true. Let us go and look for my horse, 
which I left a few yards off." 

The Indian stopped him. *' It \a xxa^^'?^;'* V^ ^jwnSSw. 
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. "Why SO?" 

'* That man has taken it.'* 

The hunter struck his brow in his discouragement. 
"What shaU I do?" he muttered. 

" My brother will take my horse." 

"And you, Chief?'' 

" I have another." 

At a sign from Plying Eagle, Eglantine led up the 
horse. The two men mounted; the Chief took his 
squaw up behind him, and leaning over the necks of 
their horses, they started at full gallop in the direction 
of the Gambusino camp, which they reached about an 
hour later without any fresh incident. 



CHAPTER XXIY. 

aUIEPAA TANI. 

We must return to the two chief characters of our stoty, 
whom we have neglected too long. For that purpose 
we will go back a little way, and take up our narrative 
at the moment when Ad dick, followed by the two young 
ladies Don Miguel confided to him, set out for Quiepaa 
Tani. 

A quiver of extraordinary voluptuousness passed over 
the Indian so soon as he saw himself in the plains with 
the maidens, free from the inquisitive glances of Don 
Miguel, and those even more clear sighted of Marksman. 
His eye, sparkling with pleasure, passed from Dona 
Laura to Dona Luisa, unable to rest longer on one than 
the other. He found them both so lovely, that he 
was never satiated with gazing on them with the fren- 
zied admiration Indians experience at the sight of Spa- 
nisb women, whom they infi.nitely prefer to their own 
squaws. 
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"While mentioning this peculiarity to the reader, we 
must add that for their part the Spaniards eagerly seek 
the good graces of the Indian women, in whom they find 
irresistible charms. Is this the effect of a wise combi- 
nation of Providence, wishing to effect the complete 
fusion of the two people? No one knows; but what 
cannot be doubted is, that there are few Spaniards in 
America who have not sundry drops of Indian blood in 
their veins. 

The young Indian chief, in possession of his two cap- 
tives — ^for it was thus he regarded them so soon as they 
were placed in his charge — had at first thought of con- 
ducting them to his tribe, to decide presently which he 
would select; but several reasons made him abandon 
this plan almost as soon as he formed it. In the first 
place, the distance to traverse, before reaching his vil- 
lage, was immense, and it was not very probable he 
could manage it in the company of two frail and delicate 
girls, who could not endure the numberless fatigues of a 
desert journey. On the other hand, the city was only 
a couple of miles before him ; the crowd, momentarily 
increasing, hampered his movements ; and the dark out- 
lines of the two hunters, standing out blackly on the top 
of the mound, warned him that, at the slightest sus- 
picious movement, he would see two formidable adver- 
saries rise before him. 

Making a virtue of necessity, then, he shut up in the 
depths of his heart the emotions that agitated him, and 
resolved, ostensibly, to accomplish his mission, by enter- 
ing the city ; but he intended to confide the maidens to 
his foster-brother, Chicukcoatl (Eight Serpents), Amant- 
zin of Quiepaa Tani, who, in his functions as High Priest 
of the Temple of the Sun, would b^ ^\i\a\a \c^^^ "^iwOTi. 
from the sight of all, until t\ie ^«y ^Vevv, ^ ^'^XasSsf^ 
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being lemoyed, Addick would be free to act as he 
pleased, and take back his captives. 

The two unhappy girls, violently separated from the 
only Mends left to them, had fallen into a state of pros- 
tration, which prevented them from not^ping the hesita- 
tions and tergiversations of the perjidioas guide in whose 
hands they found themselves. Surrendered defencelessly 
to the will of a savage, who could, if he thought proper, 
treat them with the utmost violence, although he had 
guaranteed their safety, they knew that they had no 
human succour to expect. They were compelled to leave 
their fate in the hands of Heaven, and resigned them- 
selves with a Christian spirit to the hard trials they 
would doubtless have to endure during their residence 
among the Indians. 

The three travellers, mixed up in the dense crowd 
of persons proceeding like themselves to the city, soon 
reached the edge of the fosse, followed by the inquisitive 
glances of those who surrounded them, for the Indians 
speedily recognized the young girls as Spaniards. 

Addick having, by a glance, bidden his companions 
be prudent, assumed the most careless air he could* well 
affect, although his heart beat as if ready to burst, and 
presented himself at the gateway. 

After crossing the wooden bridge, he stood in appa- 
rent apathy before the gate ; a lance was lowered before 
the strangers, and barred their passage. A man, whom, 
it was easy to recognize, by his rich costume, as an in- 
fluential chief of the city, rose firom a butacca, on which 
he was carelessly seated, smoking his pipe, advanced 
with measured steps, and stopped, carefully examining 
the group formed by Addick and his companions. 
The Indian, at .first surprised and almost frightened 
Ifj- tbia hostile demonstration, lecoveie^ «I\iaa^\. Vcoxs^^- 
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diately; a flash of joy burst from his savage eye; he 
bent over to the sentry, and whispered a few words in 
his ear. The Kedskin immediately raised his lance with 
a respectful gesture, fell back a step, and made room for 
them to pass. They entered. 

Addick walked hastily toward the Temple of the Sun, 
congratulating himself on having so easily escaped the 
danger which had been suspended for several .minutes 
over his head. The maidens followed him with that 
resignation of despair which bears so striking a likeness 
to docility and deference, but which is, in reality, only 
the recognized impossibility of escaping a fate one fears. 
While our friends are crossing the streets of the city to 
reach their destination, we will describe, in a few words, 
Quiepaa Tani, the exterior of which the reader is only 
acquainted with. The narrow streets, running at right 
angles, open on an immense square, situated exactly iu 
the centre of the city, and which bears the name of 
Conaciuhtzin.* It is probable that it was in compli- 
ment to the sun that the Indians conceived this square, 
from which the streets of the city radiate ; for it is im- 
possible to imagine a more correct representation of the 
planet they adore than this mysteriously and emble- 
matically significant arrangement. Four magnificent 
palaces rise in the direction of the four cardinal points. 
On the western side is the great temple, called Amantzin- 
expan, surrounded by an infinite number of chiselled 
columns of gold and silver. The appearance of this edi- 
fice is most imposing. You reach it by a flight of twenty 
steps, each made of a single stone, thirty feet in length ; 
the walls are excessively lofty, and the roof, like that of 
all the other buildings, is terraced. The Indians, though 

* Square oi thft ^\ai. 
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perfectly aoquainted with the art of building subter* 
ranean archeS; are completely ignorant of the way o^ 
raising domes in the air. Th« interior of the temple is 
relatively very simple. Long tapestries, embroidered 
with feathers of a thousand different hues, and repre- 
senting, in hieroglyphic writing, the entire history of 
the Indian religion, cover the walls. In the centre of 
the temple stands the teoeali, or isolated altar, surmounted 
by a brilliant sun, made of gold and precious stones, 
supported on the great ayotl, or sacred tortoise. By an 
ingenious artifice, each morning the first beams of the 
riBing sun fall on this splendid idol, and make it sparkle 
with such brilliant fire,= that it really seems to be ani- 
mated, and lights up the surrounding scene. Before the 
altar is the sacrificial table, an immense block of marble, 
representing one of those Druidic menhies so common in 
old Armorica. It is a species of stone table, supported 
by four blocks of rock. The table, slightly hollowed iu 
the centre, is supplied with a conduit, intended to carry 
off the blood of the victims. "We must remark that 
human sacrifices are growing daily rarer. "We are, for- 
tunately, far from an epoch when, in order to dedicate a 
temple, sixty thousand human victims were immolated 
in one day at Mexico. At present these sacrifices only 
take place under the most exceptional circumstances ; 
and, in that case, the victims are selected from the pri- 
soners condemned to death. At the back of the temple 
is a space closed in with heavy curtains, entrance to 
which is interdicted to the people. These curtains con- 
ceal the top of a staircase leading to vast cellars, Avhich 
extend under the whole temple, and which the priests 
alone have the right to enter. It is in the most secret 
and retired spot of these vaults that the sacred fire of 
Moctecuzoma bums uninteTrupted\y. TVv^ ^qqtoC the 
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temple is covered with leaves and flowers, renewed every 
morning. 

On the southern side of the square is the Tanamitec, 
or Palace of the Chief. This palace, whose name, lite- 
rally translated, signifies ** a spot surrounded hy water," 
is merely a succession of recepticm rooms and immense 
courts, employed by the warriors entrusted with the 
defence of the city for their military exercises. A sepa- 
rate building, tx> which visitors are not admitted, is set 
apart for the residence of the chief's family. Another 
building serves as arsenal, and contains all the arms of 
the city, such as arrows, saoaies, lances, bows, and Indian 
shields from the most remote period ; European sabres, 
swords, and guns, which, after fearing for so long, the 
Indians have learned to employ as well as ourselves, if not 
better. The greatest curiosity, undoubtedly, contained 
in this arsenal is a small cannon which belonged to 
Cortez, and which that conqueror was compelled to 
abandon on the high road, during his precipitate retreat 
from Mexico on th^ noehe triste. This cannon is still an 
object of fear and veneration to the Indians ; for many 
recollections of the conquest have remained in their hearts 
after so many years and vicissitudes of every description. 

On the same square stands the famous CiuatUexpan^ 
ox Palace of the Yestals. It is here that, isx from the 
glance of men, the Virgins of the Sun live and die. No 
man, the High Priest excepted, can penetrate to the 
interior of this building, reserved for the women dedi- 
cated to the sun. A fearful death would immediately 
punish the daring man who attempted to transgress this 
law. The life of the Indian vestals bears considerable 
resemblance to that of the nuns peopling the European 
convents. They are shut up, take a ^q^ ^i ^^t^^jJo:^^ 
<}haatity, and pledge themBelvea nevct \.<5i ^^^•eJaL V^ ^^as^^-* 
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Tinless it be their father or brother, and iu that case- 
they can only converse through a grating and in the 
presence of a third party, while careful to veil their fapes. 
"When, during the ceremonies, they appear in public, or 
assist in the religious festivals in the temple, they are 
completely veiled. A vestal convicted of letting a man 
see her face is condemned to death. 

In the interior of their abode they amuse themselves 
"with feminine occupations, and privately perform the 
rites of their religion. Their vows are voluntary. A 
young girl cannot be admitted into the ranks of the 
Virgins of the Sun until the High Priest has acquired 
the certainty that no one has forced her to this determi- 
nation, and that she is really following her vocation. 

Lastly, the fourth palace, situated on the eastern side 
of the square, is the most splendid, and at the same 
time the most gloomy of all. It is called the Iztlacat- 
expan, or Palace of the Prophets. It is the residence of 
the priests. It would be impossible to describe the 
mysterious, sad, and cold appearance of this residence ; 
the windows of which are covered with a wicker frame, 
60 closely interwoven, as almost to entirely exclude the 
light of day. A gloomy silence perpetually prevails in 
this building ; but at times, in the middle of the night, 
when all are reposing in the city, the Indians awake in 
terror at the strange sounds that appear to issue from the 
Iztlacat-expan. What is the life of men who inhabit 
it ? In what do they spend their time ? "No one knows. 
"Woe to the imprudent man, who, curious for information 
on this point, would try to surprise the secrets of which 
he should remain in ignorance ; for the vengeance of the 
insulted priests would be implacable. 

If the vow of chastity be imposed on the vestals, it is 
not so with regard to theH\g\iPT\ea\.^\i'iV\^^«vaXs^^^^ 
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still* we must remark, that very few of them marry, and 
all abstain, at least openly, from any connection with the 
other sex. The noviciate of the priests lasts ten years, 
and it is only at the expiration of that period, and after 
undergoing numberless trials, that the novices assume 
the title of Chalchiuh. tJntil then they can alter their 
minds, and embrace another career ; but the case is ex- 
tremely rare. It is true, that if they took advantage of 
the law's permission, they would be infallibly assassi- 
nated by their brothers, who would fear seeing a portion 
of their secrets unveiled to the public. In other respects 
the priestatare highly respected by the Indians, whose 
love they contrive to acquire ; and we may say, that next 
to the chief, the Amanani is the most powerful man in 
the tribe. 

Among peoples with whom religion is so powerful a 
lever, it may be observed that the temporal and spiritual 
power never come into collision ; each knows how far 
his attributes extend, and follows the line traced for 
him, without trying to infringe on the rights of the other. 
Owing to this intelligent diplomacy, priests and chiefs 
act in concert, and double their strength. 

The European, habituated to the tumult, noise, and 
movement of the cities of the old world, whose streets 
are constantly encumbered by vehicles of every descrip- 
tion, and with the passers by, who come into collision at 
each step, would be strangely surprised at the sight of 
the interior of an Indian city. There, there are no noisy 
ways of communication, bordered by magnificent shops, 
offering to the curiosity or greed of the purchasers and 
rogues the superb and dazzling specimens of European 
industry; there are no carriages, not even carts; the 
silence is only disturbed by the at^^ oi \Jti^ i^'^ ^^>saK«. 
hastening hack to their dweWm^^, ^tl^ ^\\a ^"^j^ "^^^^^ 
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fhe imposiiig gravity of professors or magistrates of all 
nations. 

The houses, which are all hermetically closed, allow 
none of the internal noises to be heard from the street. 
Indian life is concentrated in the family, and closed 
against the stranger; the manners are patriarchal, and the 
public way neyer becomes, as is too often the case 
amongst onr civilized peoples, the disgraceful scene of the 
disputes, quarrels, or fights of the citizen. 

The vendors collect in immense bazaars, where, until 
mid-day, they sell their merchandise ; that is to say, 
fruits, vegetables, and meat ; for all other ta^de is un- 
known to the Indians, each family weaving or making 
for itself the garments, furniture, or household articles 
it requires. Then, when the sim has run half its course, 
the bazaars are closed, and the Indian traders, who all 
inhabit the country, quit the city, to return next morn- 
ing with fresh vegetables. Each family lays in its stock 
for the day. 

Among the Indians the men never work ;> the women 
are entrusted with the purchases, the household cares, 
and the preparation of all that is indispensable for ex- 
istence. The men, too proud to do any domestic work, 
hunt or go on the war-path. 

The payment for what is purchased is not effected, as 
in Europe, by means of coins, which are generally only 
known to, or accepted by, the coast Indians, who traffic 
with the whites; but by means of a free exchange, 
which is practised by all the tribes residing in the in- 
terior. The plan is most simple. The purchaser ex- 
changes some article for that he wishes to acquire, and 
all is settled. 

^ow that we have made Quiepaa-Tani known to the 
reader, let us terminate this c\iaptet\>^ ^^Y^n^^-oJ?* k^^\OsL 
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and his companions, after wandering for some time 
through the streets, at length reached the Iztlacat-expan 

The Indian Chief had, as he desired^ found a com- 
plaisant auxiliary in the Amanani, who swor^, on his 
head, to guard, with scrupulous attention, the prisoners 
entrusted to him. 

We may as well add, that Addick told the High Priest 
that the ladies he confided to his care were the daughters 
of one of the most powerful men in Mexico, and that, in 
order to compel him to grant his protection to the In- 
dians, he had resolved on taking one of them to wife ; 
still, as the two girls pleased him equally — and for that 
reason it had heen impossible for him, up to that mo- 
ment, to make a choice between them — ^he prudently 
abstained from pointing out the object of his purpose. 
Then ^e added, in order completely to conquer the good 
graces of the man he took as his accomplice, and whose 
sordid avarice had long been known to him, that a 
magnificent present would amply reward him for the 
guardianship he begged him to accept. 

Tranquil for the future about the fate of the two 
maidens, and the first part of the plot he had formed 
having completely succeeded, Addick purposed to carry 
out the second in the same way ; he consequently took 
leave of those he had sworn to protect, and whom he 
betrayed so shamefully : and, mounting his horse again, 
he left the city, and proceeded, at full speed, towards the 
ford of the Eubio, where he knew he should meet Don 
Miguel. 

CHAPTEE XXY. 

A TBIO OP VILLAINS. 

Leavino Addick to depart at M\. ^eJSlq^ ^^tSL ^^e^^^e^ 
Tani, let us turn for a litfte ^\nift \.^ \hi^m«NS^^^^^^^'* 
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prior to his departure, he confided to the Amantzin. 
The latter shut the maidens up in the Ciuatl-expan, 
inhabited by the Virgins of the Sun. Although prison- 
ers, they were treated with the utmost respect, after the 
orders Addick had given, and they would have probably 
endured the annoyance of their unjust captivity with 
patience, had not a deep alarm as to the fate reserved 
for them, and an invincible sorrow, resulting from the 
events to which they had been victims, and the terrible 
circumstances which had led them to their present con- 
dition, by suddenly separating them from their last 
defender, seized upon them. 

It was now that the difierence of character between 
the two friends was clearly shown. Dona Laura, accus- 
tomed to the eager homage of the brilliant cavaliers who 
visited her father's house, and the enjoy menljp of a 
slothful and luxurious life, as is that of all rich Mexican 
families, suffered on feeling herself so roughly deprived 
of the delights and caresses by which her childhood had 
been surrounded ; forgetting the tortures of the convent 
only to remember the joys of the paternal mansion, and 
incapable of resisting the sorrow that preyed upon her, 
she fell into a state of discouragement and torpor which 
she did not even attempt to combat. 

Dona Luisa, on the contrary, who found in her present 
condition but little change from her noviciate, while de- 
ploring the blow that struck her, endured it with courage 
and resignation : her well-tempered soul accepted mis- 
fortune as the consequence of her devotion to her friend. 
Unconsciously, perhaps, another feeling had for some 
time past glided into the maiden's heart — a feeling which 
she did not attempt to explain, whose strength she did 
not thoroughly know ; but which doubled her courage, 
^nd made her hope for a delivexancie, li tv^^ ^xQm\\.> ^\» 
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least possible, executed by the man who had already 
risked everything for her friend and herself, and would 
not abandon them in the fresh tribulations by which they 
were assailed, owing to the odious treachery of their 
guide. 

When the two friends conversed together at times 
about any probability of deliverance, Laura did not dare 
to pronounce the name of Don Miguel, and through a 
reserve, the reason of which may be easily divined, she 
pretended to rely on the name and power of her father, 
Luisa, more frank, contented herself with answering that 
the bravery and devotion that Don Miguel had displayed 
were a sure guarantee that he would, ere long, come to 
their assistance. 

Laura, whom her companion had not thought it ad- 
visable to inform of the numberless obligations which 
she owed the young man, could not understand the con- 
nection that could possibly exist between him and the 
future, and cross- questioned Luisa. But the latter re- 
mained dumb, or eluded the question. 

** In truth, my friend," Laura said to her, " you speak 
incessantly of Don Miguel. "We certainly owe him great 
gratitude for the service he has rendered us ; but now 
his part is almost played out ; my father, warned by him 
of the position in which we are, will come, ere long, to 
deliver us." 

" Querida de mi corazon,"* Luisa answered her, with 
a toss of her head ; *' who knows where your father is 
at this moment ? / trust in help from Don Miguel, be- 
cause he alone saved us from his own impulse, without 
hope of reward of any sort, and ho is too loyal and too 
much of a gentleman not to finish an enterprise he has 
begun so well." 

* Cherished one ol m^ V^^x^;.. 
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This last sentence was uttered by the yonng lady with 
such an air of conYietion> that Laura felt surprised at it^ 
and raised her eyep to her Mend, who felt herself in- 
stinctiyely blush beneath the weight of this inquiring 
glance. 

Laura adiied nothing ; but she asked herself what 
eould be the nature of the feeling which urged her Mend 
to defend a man whom no one attacked, and to whom 
she, Luisa, only owed such slight obligations, and, 
indeed, scarce knew ? 

Prom that day, as if by a tacit agreement, they never 
spoke of Don Miguel, and his name was never mentioned 
by the maidens. 

It is a strange fact, and yet undoubtedly true, that 
priests, no matter of what country they are, or the reli- 
gion to which they belong, are continually devoured by 
a desire to make proselytes at any price. The Amantzin 
of Qniepaa Tani, in this respect, resembled all his breth- 
ren ; he would not allow the opportunity to slip which 
was apparently afforded him of converting two Spanish 
girls to the religion of the Sun. Gifted with a great 
intellect, thoroughly convinced of the excellence of the 
religious principles he professed, and, besides, an obsti- 
nate enemy of the Spaniards, he conceived the ^^plan, so 
soon as Addick intrusted him with the care of the 
maidens, of meiking them priestesses of the Sun. In 
America, there is no lack of instances of conversions of 
this nature, for what may seem monstrous to us is re- 
garded as perfectly natural in that coimtry. 

The Amantzin planted his batteries in consequence* 

The maidens did not speak Lidian ; on his side, he did 

not know a word of Spanish ; but this difficulty, appa- 

rently enormous, was quickly removed by the High Priest. 

Se was related to a renowned iB.diaa'^osfviT:, ^i^^ 
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name of Atoyac, the very man, indeed, who was sentry 
at the gate of the city npon Addick's arrival. This 
man had married a civilized Indian girl, who, brought 
up not far from Monterey, spoke Spanish sufficiently well 
to make herself understood. She was a woman of about 
thirty years of age, although she appeared at least fifty. 
In these regions, where growth is so rapid, a woman is 
usually married at the age of twelve or thirteen. Con- 
tinually forced to those hard tasks which, in other coun- 
tries, fall to the lot of men, their freshness speedily 
disappears ; on reaching the age of twenty-five, they are 
attacked by a precocious decrepitude, which, ten years 
later, converts into hideous and repulsive beings women 
who, in their youth, were endowed with great beauty 
and exquisite grace, of which many European women 
would be justly proud. 

Atoyac's wife was named Huitlotl, or the Pigeon. 
She was a gentle and simple creature, who, having her- 
self suffered much, was instinctively urged to sympathize 
with the sufferings of others. Hence, in spite of the 
law which forbade the introduction of strangers into the 
Palace of the Virgins of the Sun, the High Priest took 
on himself to let the Pigeon enter the presence of the 
maidens. 

A person must have been a prisoner himself among 
individuals whose language he does not understand, in 
order to imagine the satisfaction which the prisoners 
must have felt on at length receiving a visit from some- 
body who could converse with them, and help them to 
subdue the utter weariness in which they passed their 
time. The Indian was hence accosted as a friend, and 
her presence regarded as a most agreeable interlude. 

In the second interview, Vio^e^^T^ *^<& '^^'sssssc^^ 
guessed with what an intereated de«i^ \!afe^^ -T\siiw^^«^^ 
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permitted, and then a real tyranny succeeded on the short 
joyous conversation of the first day. It was a permanent 
punishment to the maidens. As Spaniards, and attached 
to the religion of their fathers, they could not. fulfil the 
High Priest's hopes, while the Indian woman, incapable 
of playing the false and roguish part to which she was 
condemned, did not hide from them that, in spite of the 
honied words and insinuating manner of the Amanani, 
they must expect to suffer the most frightful tortures, if 
they refused to devote themselves to the worship of the 
Sun. The prospect was far from being reassuring. The 
maidens knew the Indians to be capable of putting their 
odious threats in execution without the slightest remorse ; 
hence, while promising in their hearts to remain staunch 
in the faith of their fathers, the poor creatures were de- 
voured by mortal alarm. 

Time passed away, and the High Priest began to grow 
impatient at the slowness of the conversion. The little 
hope the two maidens had kept up of escaping from the 
sacrifice demanded of them was gradually deserting them. 
This painful situation, which was further aggravated by 
the absence of all news from without, at length pro- 
duced an illness whose progress was so rapid, that the 
High Priest considered it prudent to suspend the execu- 
tion of his ardent project of proselytism. 

Let us leave the wretched prisoners for a few mo- 
ments, almost felicitating themselves on the change that 
had taken place in their health, as it for a time at least 
almost freed them from the odious presence to which 
they were exposed, and take up the course of events 
which happened to other persons who figure in this story. 

So soon as Don Estevan found himself at liberty, he 
dag bis spurs into the fianks of Brighteye's horse, and 
^egaa a furious race across ttie ioie^X., ^V^^^ ^"Si\^vi\iX. 
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object was to remove him as speedily as possible from 
the clearing which had all but proved so fearfully fatal 
to him. A prey to a mad terror which every moment 
that passed doubled, the wretched man galloped hap- 
hazard, without object or idea, following no direction, 
but flying straight before him, pursued by the hideous 
phantom of the death which, for an hour that was as 
long as an age, had bent over his shoulders, and had 
already stretched forth its skeleton hand to seize him, 
when a miraculous accident sent a liberator. 

Don Estevan, in proportion as lucidity re-entered his 
brain, and calmness sprung up again in his thoughts, 
became once more the man he had ever been ; that is to 
say, the implacable villain so justly condemned and 
executed by Lynch law. Instead of recognising in his 
deliverance the omnipotent finger of Providence wishing 
thus to show him the path of repentance, he only saw 
a naturally accidental fact, and entertained but one 
thought — that of avenging himself on the men who 
prostrated him and set their feet on his chest. 

No one could say how many hours he thus galloped 
in the darkness, revolving schemes of vengeance, and 
casting ironical looks of defiance at Heaven. The 
whole night was passed in this mad race, and sunrise 
surprised him at a long distance from the spot where he 
had undergone his sentence. 

He stopped for a moment in order to restore a little 
connection in his ideas and look around him. The trees, 
rather scattered at the spot where he halted, enabled 
him to see between their trunks a plain in front of him, 
terminating in the distance in tall mountains, whose 
blue-grey summits mingled in the horizon with the sky : 
a^rather wide river flowed B\leii\]L7 \i^\.^^ev^. Vk^ %^'?a^<5Ss. 
banks, denuded of vegetation. T)oii ^%\e^«xi. %«^^ "^ 
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Bigh of relief. Supposing, as was not at all probable, 
that any one had started in pursuit, the rapidity of his 
flight, and the innumerable turns he had taken, must 
have completely hidden his trail. He advanced slowly 
to the edge of the forest, resolved to stop for an hour or 
two to rest his panting steed^ and himself take that 
repose so absolutely necessary after so much fatigue and 
agony. So soon as he reached the first trees of the 
wood, he stopped again. Assured himself by a glance 
round that no human being was in the vicinity, and re- 
assured by the calmness and silence thiat reigned around 
him, he dismounted, unsaddled and hobbled his horse, 
and', lying down on the ground, be began reflecting. 
His position was far from agreeable. He was alone, 
almost unarmed, in a strange country, compelled to fly 
from men of his own colour, and obliged to depend on 
himself alone to face all the events which might occur, 
and the dangers that surrounded him on every side. 

Assuredly, a man more resolute than was Don Este- 
van, and gifted by nature with a more powerful organ- 
ization than he possessed, would, in his place, have felt 
greatly embarrassed, and would have giveft way, if not 
to despair, at least to discouragement. The Mexican, 
overcome by the atrocious emotions and extraordinary 
fatigue he had endured during the fatal night which 
had just passed, fell involuntarily into such a state 
of prostration and insensibility, that gradually exter- 
nal objects disappeared from his sight, and he only 
existed in his mind, that ever-shining beacon in the 
human brain, and which God in his infinite goodness 
allows to shine there in the darkest gloom, in order 
to restore to the creature, in extreme situations, the 
feeling of his strength and the will to struggle. 
For a long time Don EBtevan "ha^ \i^T^ ^^^\.^<i, ^V^ 
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his elbow on his knee and his head on his hand, looking 
without seeing, listening without hearing, when he 
suddenly started, and drew himself up sharply. A 
hand had been gently laid on his shoulder. Slight as 
the touch was, it was enough to arouse the Mexican, 
and restore him to a sense of his present situation. He 
looked up : two men, two Indians, were by his side ; 
they were Addick and Eed "Wolf. 

A gleam of joy shone in Don Estevan's eye : these 
two men, he had a presentiment, were two allies. He 
wanted them without hoping ever to meet them. In 
fact, in the desert, who can be certain of meeting those 
he seeks ? 

Addick fixed a sardonic glance on him. ^* Och !" he 
said, " my pale brother sleeps with his eyes open ; his 
fatigue, it seems, is great." 

*' Yes," Don Estevan answered. 
There was a moment of silence. " I did not hope to 
find my brother again so soon, and in such an agreeable 
position," the Indian continued. 
'* Ah !" Don Estevan said again. 
" Yes, aided by my brother Red "Wolf and his war- 
riors, I had set out to bring help, if it were possible, to 
the Paleface." 

The Mexican looked at him suspiciously. ** Thanks," 
he at length said, with piercing irony ; " I required help 
from nobody.*' 

"All the better — that does not astonish me: my 
brother is a great warrior in his nation ; but perhaps 
the help now useless to him will be of service to him 
later." 

"Listen, Redskin," Don Estevan said; "take my 
advice, let us not deal in Tepatl^^%^ "W^ \«i ^«s^ *vsi- 
warda each other. You know a g;cea\. ^"^^ xi^st^ ^H. "^ss^ 
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affairs than I should have wished any one to discover. 
How you learned it is of little consequence ; still, if I 
understand you, you have a proposal to make to me, a 
proposal you doubtless think I shall accept, because of 
the position in which you find me. Make it, then, 
frankly, briefly, as a man ought to do, and let us come 
to an end, instead of wasting precious time in idle dis- 
course and useless beating about the bush." 

Addick smiled craftily. ''My brother speaks well,'' 
he said, in a honied voice ; '* his wisdom is great. I 
will be frank with him; he wants me; I will serve 
him." 

** Voto ot hrios ! that is talking like a man ; that 
pleases me. Go on. Chief; if the end of your speech 
resembles the beginning, I do not doubt we shall come 
to an understanding." 

"Wah! I am convinced of it; but, before sitting 
down to the council fire, my brother needs to regain his 
strength, weakened by a long fast and heavy fatigue. 
Red Wolf's warriors are encamped close by. Let my 
brother follow me. When he has taken a little nourish- 
ment, we will settle our business." 

" Be it so. Go on ; I follow you," Don Estevan 
answered. 

The three men then went off in the direction of the 
Redskin camp, which was not more than a hundred 
paces from the spot they left. 

The Indians understand hospitality better than any 
other people, excepting the Arabs — that virtue ignored 
in cities, where, to the disgrace of civilized peoples, a 
cold egotism and shameful distrust is substituted for it. 
Don Estevan was treated by the Indians as well as it 
ir^5/?(755iZ)iefor them to do. After he had eaten and 
drank as much as he wanted, A.dd\Ci\.T^\A>x\i^^\a*Oci^ 
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charge. " Will my Paleface brother hear me at pre- 
sent r" he said. ** Are his ears open r" 

" My ears are open, Chief. I . apa listening to you 
with all the attention of which I am capable." 

"Does my brother wish to avenge himself on his 
enemies ?*' 

" Yes," Don Estevan exclaimed, passionately. 

" But those enemies are powerful ; they are nume- 
rous. My brother has already succumbed in the con- 
test he tried to wage with them. A man, when he is 
alone, is weaker than a child." 

'* That is true," the Mexican muttered. 

"If my brother consents to grant to Eed Wolf and 
Addick what they will ask of him, the Eed Chiefs will 
help my brother to avenge himself, and ensure him 
success." 

A feverish flush covered Don Estevan'a face ; a con- 
vulsive tremor flew over his limbs. " Voto ^ hrios .^" 
he muttered, gloomily ; *' whatever be the condition 
you lay down, I accept it, if you serve me as you say." 

" My brother must not pledge himself lightly," the 
Indian retorted, with a grin. " He does not know the 
condition yet ; perhaps he will regret having been so 
hasty." 

"I repeat to you," Don Estevan repeated firmly, 
" that I accept the condition, whatever it be. Let me 
know it, then, without further delay." 

The cautious Indian hesitated, or appeared to hesi- 
tate, for ts70 or three minutes, which seemed an age to 
the Mexican. At length he went on, in a perfidiously 
gentle voice. "I know where the two Pale-faced 
maidens are whom my brother seeks in vain." 

Don Estevan, at these words, bounded ^^3. M V^ ViS^ 
been stung by a serpent, ** Tom Vhc*^ \\.^r V^'^^"^^^-* 
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as he squeezed his arm violenilyy and looked fixedly at 
him. 

"I know it," Addick answered, still with perfect 
caHnness. 

*' It is not possible." 

The Indian smiled contemptuously, " It was under 
my guardianship," he said, *' and guided by me, that 
they reached their present abode." 

" And you can lead me to it ?" 

"lean/* 

"On the instant?" 

" Yes, if you accept my conditions." 

" That is true ; tell me them." 

*' Which does my brother prefer, these young girls, 
or vengeance ?" 

" Yengeance !" 

" Good ; the young pale girls will remain where they 
are. Addick and Red Wolf are alone ; their cabins are 
desolate ; they each need a wife. The warriors hunt ; 
the ciuatls prepare the food, and nurse the papooses. 
Does my brother understand me ?" 

These words were pronounced with so strange an in- 
tonation, that the Mexican shuddered involuntarily, but 
he recovered almost immediately. " And if I accept ?" 
he said. 

" Red Wolf has two hundred warriors. They are at 
my brother's service, to aid him in accomplishing his 
vengeance." 

Don Estevan let his head fall in his hanAs. Eor a 

few moments he remained motionless. This man, who 

had so coolly resolved on his niece's death, hesitated at 

the odious proposition now made him. This condition 

seemed to him more horrible than death. 

The Indiana waited, appatentty «^^Sa<^\!\^mVxi'^'?^^^^ 
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of the contest that was going on in the heart of the 
man they wished to seduce. They watched this con- 
flict of good and evil inclinations, coldly calculating 
the chances of success offered them .by the evil in- 
stincts of the wretch they held beneath their eye. 
However, the struggle was not long. Bon Estevan 
raised his head, and said, with a calm voice, cold face, 
and no sign of emotion, — '* Well, be it so, the die is 
cast. I accept, and will keep my word ; but first keep 
yours/' 

" We will keep it," the Indians answered. 

*' Before the eighth sun," Addick added, '* my bro- 
ther's enemies will be in his power ; he will deal with 
them as he thinks proper." 

*' And now, what must I do ?" Don Estevan asked. 

"Here is our plan," Addick replied. 

The three men then discussed the plan of campaign 
they intended to follow, in order to gain the object they 
proposed. But, as we shall soon see it work out, we 
will leave it, to return to our other characters. 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 

A HUNT OK THE PEAIBIE. 

The persons collected in Don Miguel's tent could not 
repress a movement of surprise, almost of terror, at the 
sudden appearance of Brighteye, pale, bleeding, and 
with disordered garments. The hunter had stopped in 
the entrance of the tent, tottering, and looking around 
with haggard eyes, while his face gradually assumed an 
expression of sorrow and profound discouragement. 
All these men, accustomed to the incessautl^ ^iX^-as^^g^'^ 
life of the desert, whose couTa^e^ Vcia^^'saxiJC^ "^5^ *^^ 
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the radest trials^ was surprised at nothing, felt them- 
selves, however, shudder, and a foreboding of misfor- 
tune. 

Brighteye still remained motionless and dumb. Don 
!!^iguel was the first to recall his presence of mind, and 
succeeded in regaining sufficient mastery over himself 
to address the new comer. "What is the matter, 
Brighteye ?" he asked him in a voice which he tried in 
vain to render firm; *' of what sad nev\'s are you the 
bearer ?" 

The Canadian passed his hand several times over his 
damp forehead, an^ after casting a last suspicious 
glance around him, he at length found courage to reply 
in a low and inarticulate voice — " I have terrible news 
to announce." 

The adventurer's heart beaf audibly ; still, he mas- 
tered his emotion, and said in a calm v.oice, with a sigh 
of resignation — *' It will be welcome, for we can hear 
nothing from you which is not so. Speak, then, my 
friend, we are listening to you." 

Brighteye hesitated, a feverish flush mounted over 
his face; but, making a supreme effort, he said, **I 
have betrayed you — betrayed you like a coward." 

'* You !" they all exclaimed, unanimously, in denial, 
and shrugging their shoulders. 

**yes, ir 

These two words were uttered in the tone of a man 
whose resolution is definitely formed, and who loyally 
accepts the responsibility of an act which he recognises 
in his heart as culpable. 

His hearers regarded liim in stupor. "Hum!" 
Marksman muttered, shaking his head sorrowfullj^ ; 
*^ there is something ineomptehenslble in all this. Leave 
iV to we to find it out," \ic conlmM^^, ^^^i^^\^« ^^\!l 
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Miguel, "who seemed preparing to address fresh questions 
to the hunter. "I know how to make him speak." 

The adventurer consented with a mute sign, and 
then fell back on his bed, while bending an inter- 
rogatory glance on the Canadian. 

Marksman quitted the spot he had hitherto occupied, 
and walking up to Brighteye, laid his hand on his 
shoulder. The Canadian quivered at this friendly 
touch, and looked sorrowfully at the old hunter. " By 
Jove !" the latter said, with a smile, " deuce take me if 
our ears were not tingling just now ! Come, Brighteye, 
old comrade, what is the matter ? Why this terrified 
look, as if the sky was on the point of falling on our 
heads ! What means this pretended treachery of which 
you accuse yourself, and whose flagrant impossibility I 
guarantee ; I, who have known you these forty years ?" 

" Do not pledge yourself so for me, brother," Bright- 
eye answered, in a hollow voice ; "I have broken the 
law of the prairies. I have betrayed you, I tell you," 

**But, in the devil's name, explain yourself! You 
cannot have bargained to our injury with those Apache 
dogs, our enemies ? Such a supposition would be ridi- 
lous." 

" I have done worse." 

"Oh I oh! What, then?" 

** I have " Brighteye hesitated. 

"What?" 

Don Mariano suddenly interposed. *' Silence I" he 
«aid, in a firm voice, *' I guess what you have done, and 
thank you for it. To me it belongs to justify you in 
the sight of our friends, so let me do so." 

All eyes were curiously turned on the gentleman. 

" Caballeros," he continued, ** t\iYa^<i\*OK^ ^kssss^ ^^- 
€us€3 himself ot treachery to-wai^La ^Qi>3i^\i^^'a»sfc^^ ^^'^'' 
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sented to do me an immense service. In a word, *h& 
has saved my brother." 

" Can it be possible ?" Don Miguel passionately ex- 
claimed. 

Brighteye bowed in affirmation. 

" Oh !" the adventurer said, " wretched man, what 
have you done ?" 

" I would not be a fratricide," Don Mariftno nobly 
answered. 

This word burst like a bomb-shell amid these lion- 
hearted men. They let their heads sink instinctively, 
and quivered involuntarily. 

'* Do not reproach this honest hunter," Don Mariano 
continued, " with having saved that wretch. Has he 
not been sufficiently punished ? The lesson has been 
too rude for him not to profit by it. Forced to allow 
his defeat, bowed beneath shame and remorse, he is now 
wandering alone and without help beneath the omni- 
potent eye of God, who, when his hour arrives, will 
inflict on him the chastisement for his crimes. 'Now, 
Don Estevan is no longer an object of alarm to us ,* we 
shall never meet him again on our path." 

** Stop I" Brighteye shouted, vehemently ; ''were it 
as you state, I should not reproach myself so greatly for 
having consented to obey you. "No, no, Don Mariano, I 
ought to have refused. When the serpent is dead, the 
venom is dead also ! Do you know what this man did } 
So soon as he was free, thanks to me, immediately for- 
getting that I was his saviour, he treacherously tried to 
deprive me of the life I had just restored him. Look 
at the gaping wound on my skull," he added, suddenly 
raising the bandage that surrounded his head, *' here is 
the proof of his gratitude he left me on separating from 
me." 
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All present uttered an exclamation of horror, 

Brighteye then narrated, in their fullest detail, the 
events which had occurred. The hunters listened at- 
tentively. When his story was ended, there was a 
moment of silence. 

" What is to be done r" Doij Miguel muttered, sor- 
rowfully. " All must be begun afresh. There is no 
lack of villains on the prairie with whom this man can 
<}ome to an understanding." 

Don Mai'iano, overwhelmed by what he had just 
heard, remained gloomy and silent, taking no part in 
the discussion, recognizing in his heart the fault he had 
-committed, but not feeling the courage to avow it, and 
thus assume the immense responsibility of the sentence 
passed by the wood-rangers. 

" We must come to an end of this," Marksman said, 
"moments are precious. Who knows what that villain 
is doing while we are consulting ? Let us raise the 
<5amp as speedily as possible, and proceed to those 
maidens, for they must be saved in the first place. As 
for ourselves, we shall be able to foil the scoundrel's 
machinations, when aimed directly at ourselves." 

*'Yes," Don Miguel exclaimed, "let us start. 
Heaven grant that we arrive in time." 

And forgetting his weakness and wounds, the adven- 
turer rose boldly. Brighteye stopped him. The old 
hunter, freed from the burthen that weighed so heavily 
<on his conscience, had regained all his boldness and 
freedom of mind. 

" Permit me," he said, " to have to deal with a pow- 
erful foe. Let us not act lightly, or let ourselves be de- 
ceived this time. Hear what I propose." 

" Speak," Don Leo answered. 

''From what I know oi t\i\a \i3i)DL^Y^i 's^F>^c^^ •^^'^'' 
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Don Miguel, aided by my old companion, Marksman, 
have hidden these young girls in a place where you 
suppose them safe from the attack of your enemy." 

"Yes," the adventurer answered, ''except by 
treachery." 

" We must always suspect treachery as possible in 
the desert," the hunter went on, roughly ; " you have 
a proof of it before you ; hence redouble your prudence. 
Don Miguel and his Cuadrilla will, guided by us, set 
out immediately in pursuit of Don Stefano. Believe 
me, the most important thing for us is to secure the 
person of oiy enemy, and, by heavens, I swear to do all 
humanly possible to catch him. I have a terrible 
accoimt to settle with him now," he added, with an 
expression of concentrated hatred which no one misun*- 
derstood, 

" But the young ladies ?'* Don Leo exclaimed. 

*' Patience ! Don Miguel ; if you possessed as much 
strength as good will, I should have reserved for you 
the honour of going to seek them in the asylum you so 
judiciously selected for them ; but that task will be too 
rude for you ; leave to Marksman, then, the care of 
carrying it out, and be assured he will give you a good 
account of it." 

Don Leo de Torres remained for a moment gloomy 
and thoughtful. Marksman took his hand, and pressed 
it warmly. "Brighteye's advice is good^" he said; 
"under the present circumstances, it is the only plan 
we can follow ; we must play a game of trickery with 
our adversaries, in order to foil their villainy. Leave 
that to me ; I have not been christened ' The Scout' in 
vain. I swear to you, on my life, that I will bring the 
two maidens back to you." 
The adventurer breathed a BigYi. ^'^^ ^^ ^wi*Cc:yc^ 
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proper," he said, in a sorrowfiil voice, ** as I am quite 
powerless." 

" Good, Don Leo !" Don Mariano exclaimed ; *' I per- 
ceive that your intentions are truly honourable, and I 
thank you for your self-denial. As for you, my worthy 
friend," he said, tumiug to Marksman, " though I am 
old, and hut little accustomed to desert life, I will ac- 
company you," 

'* Your desire is just, senor, and I have no right to 
oppose it, as it is your daughter I am going to try and 
save ; the fatigue you will endure, and the perils you 
incur during this expedition, will add to the happiness 
you experience in embracing your daughter, when I 
have succeeded in restoring her to you." 

'* Now," Brighteye said, " do you. Marksman, who 
know the direction you are about to follow, give us a 
I)lace of meeting, where we can assemble again when 
each of us has accomplished his allotted task." 

"That is important," the Canadian answered; ''it 
would be even as well if a detachment from Don Mi- 
guel's CuadriUa were to proceed directly to the meet- 
ing-place we select, in order that, in the event of a 
mishap, each band can find succour or support there." 

'^ Eifteen of my most resolute men shall go at once 
to encamp at the spot you select, Marksman," Don Mi- 
guel said, " in order to be ready to go wherever their 
pr^ence is necessary." 

*' We are carrying on regular warfare ; d6 not forget 
that ; hence we must neglect no precaution. Ruperto, 
who is an old buffalo-hunter, will, with your permission, 
Don Miguel, take -the command of this party, and pro- 
ceed to Amaxtlan."* 

* The spot where a river dmdea mV.^ ^^^^wWjx^sx^^^^. 
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*' Oh, I know the spot well," Ruperto interrupted ; 
" I have often hunted beaver and otter there." 

" That is all right," Marksman continued. '*Iirow, 
whatever happens, we must all be at the appointed 
place this day month, except through a grave impedi- 
ment, and, in that case, the detachment missing will 
send a scout to Ruperto, in order to inform him of the 
cause of its delay. Is that agreed?" 

'* Yes," his auditors answered. 

" But," Don Miguel added, " I suppose that you will 
not go alone with Don Mariano ?" 

"No; I shall also take Domingo, who, for certain 
reasons known to myself, I shall not be sorry to have 
constantly under my hand. Don Mariano's two ser- 
vants will also follow me ; they are brave and devoted. 
I need no more people." 

" They are very few," Don Leo remarked. 

The old hunter smiled in a peculiar way. '* The less 
we are, the better it will be," he said, " for the dan- 
gerous enterprise we meditate ; our little band will pass 
invisible, where a larger party would be stopped ; trust 
to me for that." 

" I have one more word to add." 

" Say it." 

" Succeed !" 

The Canadian smiled again, but this time with an 
expression of tender pity. "I shall succeed," he an- 
swered, simply, as he forcibly pressed the hand his 
friend oifered him. 

The two men understood one another. Don Leo then 
left the tent. 

Soon all was bustle in the camp. The Gambu- 
sinos were busily engaged in destroying the entrench- 
ments, loading the waggons, and ^ad^va^ ^^Vcst^^^\ 
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in short, everybody made preparations for a hurried de- 
parture. 

" Did you not tell me, Marksman," asked Brighteye, 
'* that you were picked up by Flying Eagle ?" 

'* Yes," the other answered. 

" Did the Chief leave you at once, then ?" 

** jN^o ; he followed me to the camp, and so did Eg- 
lantine." 

** Heaven be praised ! He will accompany me on my 
expedition ; he is a brave and experienced warrior ; his 
help, I believe, will be very necessary to the success of 
. my plans. Where is he ?" 

*' A few steps off; let us go and find him, for I have 
also something to say to him." 

The two hunters left the camp together. They soon 
perceived Flying Eagle, squatting by a fire, and calmly 
smoking his Indian calumet ; his wife sat notionless by 
his side, anxious to satisfy his slightest wish. On seeing 
the hunters, the Chief took the pipe from his mouth, and 
saluted them courteously. 

Brighteye knew that the Comanche had taken several 
measurements of the footsteps left by Don Estevan on ' 
his flight, and he wished to ask the Chief for them, as 
he hoped to employ them in following his enemy's trail. 
The Indian gave them to him without the slightest he- 
sitation. The hunter placed them carefully in his bosom, 
with a nod of satisfaction. ^* Eh !" he muttered to him- 
self. *' This will enable me to find one end of the trail ; 
with the help of heaven, I hope that I shall soon hold 
the other." 

In the meanwhile, Marksman had seated himself by 
Flying Eagle's side. 

"Does my red brother still mteti^ \aT^\ya:^\.^^sNa. 
tribe f" be asked him. 
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" The Sachem has been absent for a long time/' the 
Indian answered ; ''his sons are anxious to see him." 

'* Good !*' the hunter said ; " it should be so. Flying 
Eagle is a renowned Chief; his sons have need of 
him." 

" The Comanches are too wise to notice the absence 
of a warrior," 

" My brother is modest ; but his heart flies toward 
the village of his fathers." 

" Are not all men the same ?" 

** That is true ; the feeling of one's country is innate 
in the heart of man." 

" The Palefaces are raising their camp." 

''Yes." 

" Are they returning to the side of the great Salt Lake, 
into their stone villages ?" 

" No ; they are starting for a great buffalo hunt in 
the prairies, down by the endless river with the golden 
waves.'* 

** Wah !'' the Chief said, with a certain degree of emo- 
tion; " then many moons will pass ere I see my brother 
again." 

"Why so, Chief?" 

"Does not the great Pale hunter accompany his 
brothers ?" 

" No !" Marksman answered, laconically. 

"Och! my brother must be laughing. What will 
the Palefaces do, if he does not accompany them r" 

" I am going in the direction of the sun 1" 

The Indian started, and fixed a piercing glance on 
the speaker. " The direction of the sun," he said, as if 
speaking to himself. 

''Yes/' Marksman continued; "to the evergreen 
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prairies of the country of Acatlan,* on the banks of the 
fair streams of Atonatiah."f 

The Chief started violently. Marksman remained 
calm, and apparently indiflferent, although he attentively 
followed the various emotions which contracted the 
Chiefs features, in spite of the mask he tried to draw 
over them. " My brother is wrong," he said, presently. 

"Why so?" 

** My brother is ignorant that this land of which he 
speaks is sacred. Never has the foot of a white man 
trodden it with impunity.'* 

'* I know it," the hunter answered, carelessly, 

'* My brother knows it, and persists in going there ?" 

'' Yes." 

There was a silence of several moments' duration be- 
tween the two men, the Indian hastily puffing the smoke 
from his calumet, a prey to an emotion he could not 
master. At length he spoke again. " Every man 'has 
his destiny," he said, in that sententious tone peculiar 
to the Indians. " My brother doubtless attaches a great 
importance to this journey." 

*' An immense importance, Chief; I am going to that 
country, though perfectly aware of the perils that await 
us, for interests of value, and impelled by a will more 
powerful than my own." 

" Good ! I do not ask my brother's secrets. The 
heart of a man is his own ; he alone must read in it. 
Flying Eagle is a powerful Sachem; he also follows that 
road ; he will protect his Pale brother, if the hunter's 
intentions are pure." 

'* They are so." 

" Wah ! my brother has the word of a Chief ; I have 
apoken.*' After uttering these worda^ t\ife \xAmss:l Nj:^'^ 
* The country of reeds. ^ ^\Hi. Ql'Ccw^'^^'st. 
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up his calnmet again, and began smoking silently. 
Marksman was too conversant with the Indian manners 
to press him further. He rose, with joy in his heart at 
having succeeded in obtaining an ally so powerful as 
the Comanche Chief, and he went in all haste to make 
the preparations for departure. 

For their part, during the conversation we have re- 
ported, the Gambusinos had not remained inactive. Don 
Miguel or Don Leo, whichever it pleases the reader to 
call him, had so urged on his men, that everything was 
ready, — waggons loaded and horsed, and the riders 
mounted, with rifle on thigh, only awaited the signal 
for setting out. Don Miguel selected from his band 
fifteen old Gambusinos, practised in Indian tricks, and 
in whom he believed he could trust. He said a few 
words to them, explanatory of his intentions, and placed 
them under lluperto's command, with orders to obey 
him as they would himself. The Gambusinos swore to 
do so. This duty accomplished, he summoned Domingo. 
The Gambusino came up to his Chief with that cunningly 
indolent manner familiar to him, and waited respectfall}- 
for his orders. "When Domingo learned what was ex- 
pected from him, he was in no way flattered by the 
confidential commission his Chief gave him, especially 
as he was not at all anxious to be under the immediate 
supervision of Marksman, whose peering glance inces- 
santly occasioned him a nervous tremor, and whose as- 
siduous watchfulness was most disagreeable to him. 
Still, as it was impossible openly to disobey Don Miguel, 
the worthy Gambusino made up his mind for the worst, 
making himself a secret promise to keep on his guard, 
and double his prudence. 
When Don Miguel had completed all the duties of 
^ wi'sG and intelligent Cliief, \ie mowsi\.^^ ^kis^ Vwi^'i^ 
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though, with difficulty, owing to the weakness occasioned 
hy his wounds. He placed himself at the head of his 
band, to the right of Brighteye, and after giving a 
parting salutation to Don Mariano and Marksman^ he 
ordered his men to start. The two parties set out im- 
mediately, that led by Kuperto turning to the left, and 
proceeding toward the mountains, and Brighteye, with 
his men, temporarily following the course of the Rubio. 
All now left in the deserted camp were Marksman, Dou 
Mariano, Flying Eagle, Eglantine, the two servants, and 
Domingo, who followed with a look of envy his gra- 
dually disappearing comrades. The old. hunter, for 
reasons he kept secret, did not wish to set out before 
sunset. Scarcely had that planet disappeared on the 
horizon, amid floods of vapours, ere the night set in, 
and the landscape was almost immediately plunged in 
dense gloom. We have already several times remarked 
that, in high American latitudes, there is no twilight, 
or, at least, it is so weak, that night arrives almost 
without any transition. 

Marksman, since the departure of the two first de- 
tachments, had not uttered a syllable, or made a move- 
ment ; his comrades, doubtless for motives resembling 
his own, respected their Chief's silence ; but night had 
scarcely set in, ere the hunter rose sharply. *' Start!*' 
he said, in a quick voice. 

All rose. Marksman took an inquiring glance around. 
** Leave the horses," he said ; ** they are useless to us. 
We are not going to begin a journey, but a man-hunt. 
We must be unimpeded in our movements, for the trail 
we shall follow is difficult. Juanito, you will remain 
here with the animals, until you hear from us." 

The Creole made a sign of discoate^it. *^\^'5isS^ 
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have preferred to follow you, and not quit my master,** 
he said. 

"I understand that, but I want a courageous and 
resolute man to guard our horses, and I cannot select a 
better one than you ; besides, I trust that you' will not 
remain alone long. Still, as we do not know what 
route we shall have to follow, or what obstacles may 
arise, build yourself a tent. Hunt, do what you think 
proper, but remember that you must not stir from this 
place without my orders." 

** That is agreed, compadre,*' Juanito answered ; " you 
can start when you please. If your journey were to 
last six months, you will be certain to find me here on 
your return." 

" Good," Marksman said ; " I reckon on you.'* 
Then he whistled his mustang, which ran up at the 
summons, and laid its intelligent head on its master's 
shoulder. It was a noble animal, rather tall, with a 
small head, but its eyes flashed with ardour ; its wide 
chest, its firm and nervous legs, all denoted the blood- 
horse. Marksman seized the reata which hung from a 
ring fixed to the saddle, unfastened it, rolled it round 
his body, and then, giving the mustang a light tap on 
the croup, watched it depart with a sigh of regret. 

The hunter's comrades were provided with their arms 
and provisions, consisting of pemmican, or buffalo meat, 
dried and pounded, and maize tortillas. 

*' Come, let us start," the Canadian said, throwing 
his rifle over his shoulder. 

*'A pleasant journey, and happy return," Juanito 
said, unable to prevent himself accompanying that adieu 
by a sigh, in which it could be easily read how vexed 
he felt at being thus left behind. 
*' Thanks," the adventureiB au^vreiife^* 
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So soon as they left the camp, they walked in Indian 
file, that is to say, one behind the other, the second 
placing his foot exactly in the steps of the first, and the 
third in those of the second, and so on to the last. The 
latter^ however, as closing the march, was careful to 
efface, as far as was possible, the traces left by himself 
and those who preceded him. 

Juanito^ after looking after them for some minutes, 
as they descended the mound, at the top of which the 
camp was, cautiously returned, and seated himself by 
the fire, "Hum!'* he muttered, "I shall not have 
much fun here, but what must be must be." And with 
this philosophical reflection, the worthy Mexican lit his 
cigarette, and began smoking peacefully, while following 
with interest the blue wreaths fantastically entwined by 
the evening breeze that rose from the smoke of his Ha- 
vanah tobacco, whose perfume he inhaled with all the 
methodic phlegm of a true Indian Sagamore. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

A HUNT ON THE PitAIRIE — {concludecT). 

In the new world, when people are travelling in Indian 
regions, and do not desire to be tracked by the Eedskins, 
they must be careful to go to the east, if their business 
lies in the west, and vice versd ; in a word, imitate the 
manoeuvres of a ship, which, if surprised by a contrary 
wind, is obliged to tack, and thus gradually approaches 
the point it wishes to reach. Marksman was too con- 
versant with the cleverness and craft of the Indians not 
to act in a similar fashion. Although the presence of 
Flying Eagle was, to a certain point, «. ^Ni»x»»^Rfe ^'^^ 
security, still, not knowing mtti \y\i».\,\\SL^vdS^\x^'^^^^- 
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dent might bring him in contact. Marksman resolved 
not to be discovered by anybody, were that possible. 

Penimore Cooper, the immortal historian of the N"orth 
American Indians, has, in his excellent works, initiated 
us into the tricks employed by the Tuscaroras, Mohi- 
cans, and Hurons, when they wish to foil the researches 
of their enemies; but, no offence to the numerous ad- 
mirers of the sagacity of young Uncas, a magnificent 
type of the Delaware nation (of which he was not, 
however, the last hero, for it still exists, though sadly 
diminished), the Indians of the United States are only 
children, when compared with the Comanches, Apaches, 
Pawnees, and other nations of the great western 
prairies, who may justly be regarded as their masters in 
every respect. The reason is very simple, and easy of 
comprehension. The northern tribes never existed in 
the condition of political powers. Each of them go- 
verns itself, separately, and, to some extent, according 
to its fancy. The Indians composing them rarely ally 
themselves with their neighbours, and have, from time 
immemorial, constantly led a nomadic life. Hence they 
have only possessed the instincts (though highly deve- 
loped, we grant) of men constantly inhabiting the 
forests; that is to say, a marvellous agility, a great 
fineness of hearing, and a miraculous length of sight — 
qualities, by the way, which may be also found in the 
Arabs, and generally in all wandering tribes, whatever 
be the nook of earth that shelters them. As for their 
sagacity and skill, the wild beasts taught them, and 
they only had the trouble of imitating them. 

The Mexican Indians join to the advantages we have 

mentioned the remains of an advanced civilization — a 

civilization which, since the Conquest, has taken refuge 

hi jnacceBBible lurking-places, "but, tot ^\ \)cvsA., iia U^a 
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exists. The families, or tribes, regard themselves as the 
members of one great whole — the nation. Now, the 
American nations, continually fighting with the Spa- 
niards on one side, and the ITorth Americans on the 
other, have felt the necessity of doubling their strength, 
in order to triumph over the two formidable enemies 
who incessantly harass them, and their descendants have 
gradually modified what was injurious in their manners, 
to appropriate those of their oppressors, and combat 
them with their own weapons. They have carried these 
tactics so far — which have hitherto saved them, not only 
from serfdom, but also from extermination — that they 
are perfect masters in trickery and cunning ; their ideas 
have grown larger, their intelligence has been developed, 
and they have ended by surpassing their enemies in 
craft and diplomacy, if we may employ the expres- 
sion. And this is so true, that for the last three hun- 
dred years the latter have not only failed in subduing, 
but in preventing their periodical incursions, which the 
Comanches proudly call the Mexican Moon, and during 
which they destroy everything they come across with 
impunity. 

Can we really regard as savages these men, who, for- 
merly driven back by the dread of fire arms, and the 
sight of horses, animals of whose existence they were 
ignorant, and compelled to conceal themselves in inac- 
cessible ravines, have yet defended their territory inch 
by inch, and, in certain districts, have actually recon- 
quered a portion of their old estates ? Better than any 
one, we know that there are savages in America, savages 
in the fullest sense of the term ; but they have proved 
a cheap conquest, and -they daily disappear from the 
earth, for they possess neither the "nLfcQi^^^"w:^ 'yc^jS^'^'^^^ 
to uaderstand, nor the energy \,o ^^levA *Ccvfc\aaJ^'^'^ , 
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These savages to whom we allude, before being subject 
to the Spaniards or Anglo- Americans, were so to the 
Mexicans, the Peruvians, and the Araucanos of Chili, 
owing to their intellectual organization, which scarce 
elevates them above the brutes. We must not confound 
this race of helots, who are an exception in the genus, 
with the great untamed nations whose manners, neces- 
sarily alluring, we are attempting to pourtray heriB ; for 
in spite of the efforts they make to withdraw themselves 
from its influence, that European civilization they de- 
spise rather through the hereditary hatred of their con- 
querors and the whole race generally, than from any 
other motive, surrounds, crushes, and invades them on 
all sides. Perhaps, before a hundred years are past, the 
emancipated Indians, who smile with pity at the paltry 
contests going on between the phantom republic that 
surrounds them, and the colossal pigmy of the United 
States which menaces them, will take their rank again 
in the world, and raise their heads proudly ; and that 
will be just, for they are heroic natures, richly endowed, 
and capable, under good direction, of undertaking or 
carrying out great things. In Mexico itself, since the 
period when that country proclaimed its so-called inde- 
pendence, all the eminent men who have risen either in 
arts, diplomacy, or war, belong to the pure Indian race. 
In support of our statement, we will cite a fact of im- 
mense significance : — The best history of southern 
America, published up to this day, was written by an 
Inca, Garcillasso de la Vega. Is not this conclusive ? 
is it not time to condemn all those systematically absurd 
theories which insist on representing the red family as 
a bastard race, incapable of amelioration, and fatally 
deBtined to disappear ? 
Ending here this digreBsioii, tA^'^^ '^^ ^itvsc^'e^A'^^ 
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lengthy, but is indispensable for the due comprehension 
of the facts that follow, we will take up our narrative 
again, at the point where we broke it off. 

After a march of three hours, rendered fatiguing and 
difficult by the lofty grass, the adventurers reached the 
skirt of the forest. About midnight. Marksman, after 
allowing his comrades two hours* rest, started again. 
At sunrise they reached a species of canon, or narrow 
gorge, formed by two walls of perpendicular rocks, and 
were constrained to march for four hours in the bed of a 
half dried-up torrent, in which their footsteps fortu- 
nately left no mark. During several days their journey 
over abrupt and desolate mountains was effected with 
^eat toil, but did not offer any incident worthy of nar- 
ration. At length they found themselves again in the 
region of the tierras cdientes ; the verdui^ reappeared, 
and the heat became sensible. Hence the adventurers, 
who had suffered extremely from the cold in the lofty 
regions of the Serrania, experienced a feeling of marked 
comfort on inhaling the gentle and perfumed atmosphere, 
in contemplating the azure sky and dazzling sun which 
had now taken the place of a grey and leaden sky, and 
the limited, fog-laden horizon, which they had left be- 
liind them. Toward the end of the fourth day after 
leaving the mountains, Marksman uttered a shout of sa- 
tisfaction, on noticing the skirt of the immense virgin 
forest, toward which he was marching, rise & the dis- 
tant azure of the prairie. " Courage, my friends I" he 
said ; '' we shall soon obtain the shadow and freshness 
lacking here," 

The adventurers, without replying, hurried their steps, 
like men who perfectly appreciated the value of the pro- 
mise made thenu Night had comi^l^teiL^ ^'fe\»\si^"^s^fiiss^. 
^ey reached the banks o£ a xbAJclw: \v\^ Tv:^«t^ ^'^V^'^^ 
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Ticinity the tall grass had concealed from them, although 
for some minutes they had heard the continued rustling 
of the water over the pebbles. Marksman resolved to 
wait till the next day, and look for a ford. The party 
camped, but the fire was prudently not lighted. The 
adventurers wrapped themselves in their zarap^s, after 
taking a scanty meal, and soon fell asleep. Marksman 
alone watched. Gradually the moon sunk on the hori- 
zon : the stars began to dim and go out in the depths 
of the sky. The hunter, whose eyes fatigue closed 
against his will, was about to yield to sleep, when sud- 
denly a strange and unexpected sound made him start. 
He drew himself up, as if he had received an electric 
shock, and listened. A slight rustUng agitated the 
reeds that bordered the river, whose calm and motionless 
waters resembled a long silvery ribbon. There was not 
a breath of air. The hunter laid his hand on Flying 
Eagle's shoulder; the latter opened his eyes, and gazed 
at him. " The Indians," Marksman muttered in the 
Chiefs ear. Then, crawling on his hands and knees, he 
glided down the slope, and entered the water. Then he 
looked around him. The moon shed sufiicient light to 
let him survey the country for a long distance, but, in 
spite of the attention he devoted, he could see nothing. 
All was calm ; but he waited with eye fixed, and ear on 
the watch. Half-an-hour passed, and the sound which 
had aroused him was not repeated. However closely 
he listened, no sound arose to disturb the silence of 
night. Still Marksman felt certain he was not mistaken. 
In the desert all sounds have a cause, a reason ; the 
hunters know them, and can distinguish them, being 
never deceived as to their nature. The hunter was im- 
mersed, however, in the water up to his waistbelt. In 
America, if the heat of tke day \^ «»\;\^m^, SJaa m^\s^^ 
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to make up for it, are excessively fresb, and Marksman 
felt an icy coldness invading his whole body. Tired of 
waiting, and believing that he was deceived, he was at 
length preparing to return to the bank, when, at the 
moment he was preparing to carry out his design, a hard 
body struck his chest. 

He looked down, and instinctively thrust out his 
hands. He stifled a cry of surprise ; what had touched 
him was the side of a canoe, gliding noiselessly through 
the reeds, which it parted in its passage. This canoe, 
like all the Indian boats in these parts, was made of 
birch bark, detached from the tree by means of boiling 
water. Marksman examined the canoe, which seemed 
to be moving without the assistance of any human 
being, and rather drifting with the current than pro- 
ceeding in a straight line. Still one thing astonished 
the Canadian: the canoe was moving without the 
slightest oscillation. Evidently an invisible being, pro- 
bably an Indian, was directing it, but where was he ? 
Was he alone ? This it was impossible to guess. The 
Canadian's anxiety was extreme; he did not dare 
make the slightest move, through fear of imprudently 
revealing his presence. And yet the canoe was mov- 
ing on. Kesolved to know how it was, Marksman 
gently drew his knife, and, holding his breath, bent 
down in the river, and only let the top of his face emerge 
from the water. What he expected happened: in a 
moment he saw the eyes of an Indian, who was swim- 
ming behind the canoe, and pushing it with his arm, 
sparkle in the gloom like two live coals. The Bedskin 
held his face on a level with the water, and was looking 
searchingly around him. The Canadian recognized an 
Apachd. Suddenly the stxanget'^ e^^'^ ^^x^ *Kia^ ^s^ 
tbehunter, Thelatter Judged t\ia^\Xv^^^.^^^^^«^'^'^^^ 
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and bounding with the suppleness and speed of a jaguar,, 
he seized his enemy by the throat ; giving him no time^ 
to utter a cry of alarm, he buried his knife in his heart* 
The Apache's face turned black ; his eyes were dilated ; 
he struck the water for a moment with his legs and arms ; 
but soon his limbs stiifened, a convulsion passed over 
his body, and the current bore him away, leaving behind 
a slight reddish trace. He was dead. The Canadian^ 
without the loss of a moment, clambered into the canoe, 
and, holding on to the reeds, looked across to the spot 
where he had left his comrades. The latter, warned by 
Plying Eagle, had cautiously come up, bringing with 
them the rifle left by the hunter on the bank. 

So soon as they were together again, they freed the 
canoe from the reeds that barred its passage, and, by 
Marksman's advice, after embarking, and turning the 
canoe into the current, they lay down in the bottom^ 
Por some time they had been gliding along gently, be- 
lieving themselves hidden from the invisible enemies 
they supposed to be concealed around them, when sud- 
denly a terrible clamour broke out, like a thunder- clap. 
The body of the Apache killed by Marksman, after fol- 
lowing the current for some distance, had stopped in 
some grass and dead leaves, exactly opposite an Indian 
camp, near which the adventurers had passed a few 
hours previously, not suspecting its presence. At the 
sight of their brother's corpse, the Eedskins uttered the 
formidable howl of grief we mentioned, and rushed tu- 
multuously toward the bank, pointing to the canoe. 

Marksman, seeing himself discovered, seized the pad- 
dles, and, aided by Flying Eagle and Domingo, he was 
in a few minutes out of range. The Apaches, furious at 
this £ight, and not knowing with whom they had to 
deal, orerwJbelmed their enemieam^^^ ^^^*Y[iSQi\a»^^ 
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Indian tongue could supply, calling them hares, ducks, 
dogs, owls, and other epithets, borrowed from the no- 
menclature of the animals they hate or despise. The 
hunter and his companions did not trouble themselves 
about these impotent insults ; they began paddling vigor- 
ously, which soon restored the circulation in their limbs. 

The Indians then changed their tactics ; several long- 
barbed arrows were shot at the canoe, and several shots 
were even discharged ; but the distance was too great, 
and the water was only dashed up by the bullets. 

Thus the night passed. 

The adventurers paddled eagerly ; for they had noticed 
that the river, owing to its countless bends, was visibly 
drawing nearer to the forest they had so much interest 
in reaching. Still, believing that they no longer had 
anything to fear from their enemies, they laid down the 
paddles for a few moments, to rest, and take a little 
food. 

The day rose while they were thus engaged, and a 
magnificent landscape was unfolded before the dazzled 
eyes of the adventurers. "Oh!" Tlying Eagle ex- 
claimed, with an expression of surprise. 

" What is the matter ?" Marksman answered at once, 
who understood that the Chief had noticed something 
out of the coBDunon. 

" Look !" the Comanche said, emphatically, holding 
his arm out in the direction they had come during the 
night. 

" Virtudieu /" the Canadian shouted. '* Two canoes 
in pursuit of us. Oh, oh ! we must make a fight of it." 

" Cuerpo del Crisio .'" Domingo said, in his turn, with 
a bound, which almost upset the frail boat. ^ 

" What is the matter now ?" 

''Lookr 
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" A thousand demons !'* the hunter exclaimed. " We 
are beset." 

In fact, two canoes were rapidly coming up in the 
rear of the adventurers, while two others, starting from 
the opposite sides of the river, were pulling ahead of 
them, with the evident intention of barring their pas« 
sage, and cutting off their retreat. 

'^ Fbto (H Dm ! these Bedskins want to make us dance 
a singular y^fea," Domingo muttered. " What do you 
say, old hunter r" 

'* Good, good !" Marksman replied gaily; " we'll find 
the music. Attention, comrades, and redouble your 
energy." 

At a sign from him, all the men took up paddles, 
and gave such an impetus to their canoe, that it seemed 
to fly over the water. The situation was becoming cri- 
tical for the whites. Marksman, upright, and leaning 
on his rifle, coldly calculated the chances of this inevi- 
table rencontre. He did not fear the boats in pursuit, 
for they were at too great a distance behind, to hope to 
catch him ; all his attention was concentrated on those 
in front, between which he must pass. Each stroke of 
the paddle diminished the distance which separated the 
white men from the Eedskins. The hostile canoes, as 
far as could be judged from a distance, seemed overloaded, 
and only advanced with some difficulty. Marksman had 
judged the situation with an infallible glance, and formed 
one of those daring resolutions, to which he owed the 
reputation he enjoyed, and which resolution could alone 
save him and his friends, in these critical circumstances. 
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CHAPTER XXYIII. 

BED SXTNS AND WHITE. 

Mabksman, as we have said, had formed a final resolu- 
tion. Instead of trying to escape by passing between 
the two canoes, which would have entailed a risk of 
being run down, he turned slightly to the left, and 
paddled straight toward the canoe nearest his own* 

The Indians, who did not at first comprehend the 
meaning of this manoeuvre, greeted him with shouts of 
joy and triumph. The adventurers kept silence, but 
they redoubled their efforts, and continued to advance. 
A sarcastic Smile played round the lips of the Canadian 
hunter. As his canoe drew nearer to that of the Apa- 
ches, he noticed that the left bank of the river was in- 
dented, and at this moment perceived that this was 
caused by an islet very near the land, but leaving a suf- 
ficient passage for his boat, which would thus avoid a 
bend again on the pursuing foe. The main point was in 
reaching the point of the islet before the Indians in the 
first canoe did so. The latter had at length begun to 
suspect, if they did not completely guess, the intentions 
of their intrepid adversary ; hence they, for their part, 
changed their tactics, and altered their steering. Instead 
of going to meet the Whites, as they had done up to this 
moment, they suddenly tacked, and paddled vigorously 
in the direction of the island. 

Marksman understood that he must stop their progress 
at all risks. Till then, not a shot or an arrow had been 
fired on either side. The Apaches were so persuaded 
that they would succeed in capturing the adventurers, 
that they thought it useless to proceed to those extrem- 
ities. The Whites, on their part, who ^\&^ i^s^ *C5c^^ 
necessity of saYing.iiieit powdet m ^ \xft^>(i^fc ^'^^xQisx.'^> 
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where it would be impossible to renew their stock, had 
hitherto imitated them through prudence, however much 
they might have desired to come to blows. Still, the 
Indian canoe was now not more than fifty yards from 
the isle. The hunter, after taking a final glance around, 
bent down to his comrades, and said a few words in a low 
voice. They immediately laid down their paddles, and, 
seizing their rifles, rested them on the gunwales of the 
boat, after putting in a second bullet. Marksman had 
done the same. " Are you ready ?" he asked, a moment 
after. 

"Yes!" the adventurers answered. 

"Fire, then, and aim low." 

The five shots sounded like one. 

*' Kow to your paddles, and quick !" the hunter said, 
giving the example, as usual. 

Eight arms took up the paddles again, and the light 
canoe began bounding once more over the water. The 
hunter alone reloaded his rifle, and waited on his knee, 
ready to fire. 

The effect of the volley was soon visible, — the five 
shots, all aimed at the same spot, had opened an enor- 
mous breach in the side of the Indian boat, just on a 
level with the water line. Cries of terror and pain rose 
from the group of Apaches, who leapt into the water 
one after the other, swimming in every direction. As 
for the canoe, left to itself, it floated a little way, gradu- 
ally filled with water, and at length sunk. 

The adventurers, believing themselves freed from their 
enemies, relaxed their efforts for a moment. Suddenly, 
Flying Eagle raised his paddle, while Marksman clubbed 
his rifle. Two Apaches, with athletic limbs and fero- 
cions glances, were trying to fasten on the canoe and 
upset it. But they soon Ml \)ae\5L m\k iiwtot^^ ^\^^> 
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and floated down the stream. A few moments later the 
hunters reached the passage. 

Several Apaches, however, had [managed to swim to 
the island : so soon as they emerged from the water, 
they set out in pursnit of the whites, running along the 
bank ; for want of better instruments, they hurled stones 
at them, for they could not use their damp rifles, and 
they had lost their hows and arrows through their sud- 
den plunge in the river. 

Though the weapons employed by the Apaches for the 
moment were so primitive, Marksman recommended his 
companions to redouble their efforts, in order to escape 
as soon as possible from these immense projectiles, which, 
from behind every tuft of grass and elevation of the 
ground, fell sharp as hail round the canoe, — for theKed- 
skins, according to their habit, took care not to let them- 
selves be seen, through fear of bullets. Still, this situ- 
ation was growing unbearable, and they must emerge 
from it. The hunter, who was eagerly watching an op- 
portunity to give his obstinate foes a severe lesson, at 
length fancied he had found it. He saw, a few yards 
from him, a tuft of floripondios moving slightly ; quickly 
shouldering his rifle, he aimed, and pulled the trigger. 

A terrible yell burst from the medley of floripondios, 
canaverales, creepers, and aquatic plants which formed 
this hedge, and an Apach^ bounding like a wounded 
tiger, rushed forward with the intention of seeking 
shelter behind the tree that grew a short distance from 
him in the centre of the islet. Marksman, who had 
reloaded his rifle, pointed it at the frigitive, but raised 
it again directly. The Apache fell on the ground, and 
was rolling in the last convulsions. At the same instant 
a dozen Indians rushed from behind ^^ ^&ix^^^ x^^^nss^ 
the corpse in their arms, and. 9i!aa^^^«xe^'^^i^*^^^^'^'^ 
of a legion of phantomB. 
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A sudden calm, an extraordinary tranquillity, suc- 
ceeded the extreme agitation and irregular cries which 
had aroused the echoes a few moments previously. 

" Poor wretch !" Marksman muttered, as he laid his 
rifle again in the bottom of the canoe, and seized a pair 
of paddles ; '' I am vexed at what has happened to him. 
I believe they have enough ; now that they know the 
range of my rifle, they will leave us in peace." 

The hunter had calculated correctly : in truth, the 
Redskins gave no furthef signs of life. 

"What we say here must not in any way surprise the 
reader: every Indian understands honour in its own 
fashion. The Indians hold it as a principle never to 
expose themselves uselessly to any danger. With them* 
success alone can justify their actions ; hence, when they 
no longer consider themselves the stronger, they renounce, 
without shame, projects they have conceived and pre- 
pared for many weeks. 

The adventurers at length doubled the point of the 
island. The second canoe was already a very long way 
behind them, as for those they had just perceived behind 
them, they only looked like dots on the horizon. When 
the Redskins in the second canoe saw that the adven- 
turers had gained a start which it was impossible for 
them to pick up, and that they were escaping, they made 
a general discharge of their weapons, — a powerless de- 
monstration, which injured nobody, for the bullets and 
arrows fell a considerable distance short of the White 
men ; then they turned back to join their comrades, who 
had sought shelter on the island. 

Marksman and his companions were saved. After 

paddling for about an hour longer, in order to placQ'fuf- 

■^clent: distance between themselves and their enntiSids^ 

^ejr took a moment's rest, and 'waa'^ed \3cl^ QiWitasffltfST» 

^^ejr had received from several stones \kA \ia.^ ^XjcxslOk. 
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them with fresh water. In the ardour of the engage- 
ment, they had not noticed the blows, but now that the 
danger was past, they were beginning to suffer from 
them. The forest which, in the morning, owing to the 
constant meanderings of the river, was so far from them, 
was now much nearer, and they hoped to reach it before 
night, after a short interruption. They, therefore, took 
to their paddles again with renewed ardour, and con- 
tinued their voyage. At sunset, the canoe disappeared 
beneath an immense dome of foliage belonging to the 
virgin forest, which the river crossed at an angle. So 
soon as the darkness began to fall, the desert woke up, 
and the howling of wild beasts proceeding to the water- 
ing places were heard hoarsely echoing in the unexplored 
depths of the forest. Marksman did not consider it 
prudent at this hour to enter a strange country, which 
doubtless contained dangers of every description. Con- 
sequently, after pulling for some time, to find a suitable 
landing-place, the hunter gave the order to pull into a 
point of rock, which jutted out in the water, and formed 
a species of promontory, on which it was easy to land. 

So soon as he stepped ashore, the Canadian walked round 
the rock, in order to look at the vicinity, and know in 
what part of the forest they were. This time chance had 
served them better than they could have dared to hope. 
After removing, with great pains and minute precautions, 
the creepers and brambles that choked the path, the 
hunter suddenly found himself at the entrance of a 
natural path, probably formed by one of those volcanic 
convulsions so frequent in this country. On seeing it, 
he stopped, and lighting an ocote branch, with which- he 
had been careful to provide himself, he boldly ^ntered 
the grotto, followed by his coA^^anioii^. Tv^^ ^s^^S^^s^ 
appearance of the light staxtted a tt7?«rccLQ.^ ^^o^^^x^^ 
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and bats, which began flying heavily, and escaping in 
every direction. Marksman continned his progress, not 
troubling himself about these gloomy hosts, whose lu- 
gubrious sports he interrupted so unexpectedly. This 
grotto was high, spacious, and airy. It was, under the 
present circumstances, a precious discovery for the ad- 
venturers ; for it offered them an almost secure shelter 
for the night against the researches of the Apaches, who 
assuredly had not given up the pursuit. The adventu- 
rers, after exploring the cavern on all sides, and assur- 
ing themselves that it had two exits, which secured the 
means of flight, if they were attacked by too numerous 
enemies, returned to their boat, drew it from the water, 
and carried it on their shoulders to the extremity of the 
grotto. Then, with that patience of which Indians and 
woodrangers are alone capable, they eSaced. the least 
traces, the slightest imprints, which might have allowed 
their place of debarcation to be discovered, or the re- 
treat they had chosen guessed. The bent blades of 
grass were raised, the creepers and brambles they had 
moved drawn together, and after the task was accom- 
plished, no one could have suspected that several per- 
sons had passed through them. After this, collecting 
an ample stock of dead wood and ocote branches, for 
torches, they re-entered the grotto, with the manifest in- 
tention of at last taking a little of that rest they needed 
so greatly. All these preparations took time; hence, 
the night was already far advanced when the adventu- 
rers, after swallowing a hasty meal, at length wrapped 
themselves in their zarap^s, and lay down, with their 
feet to the fire, and their rifles in their hands. Nothing 
disturbed their sleep, which was continuing when the 
^rst sunbeams purpled the horizon with their joyous 
tints. It was Marksman w^o axou'^^Ya'^ ^Qim^u£k!:^TL^« 
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Flying Eagle was not in the grotto. This absence in 
no way alarmed the hunter ; he was too well acquainted 
with the Comanche sachem to fear any treachery on his 
part. 

" Up !'* he cried to the sleepers. " The sun has risen ; 
we have rested enough ; it is time to think of our busi- 
ness. 

In an instant all were afoot. 

The hunter was not mistaken : the fire was scarce 
kindled, ere Flying Eagle made his appearance. The 
Chief bore on his shoulders a magnificent elk, which he 
threw silently on the ground,* and then seated himself 
by Eglantine's side. 

" On my word, Chief," Marksman said, gaily, *' you 
are a man of precaution ; your hunt is welcome ; our 
provisions were beginning to diminish furiously." 

The Comanche smiled with pleasure at this remark, 
but he made no other reply : like all his fellows, the 
Indian only spoke when it was absolutely necessary. 

At a sign from the Canadian, Domingo, who was a 
first-rate hunter, immediately set to work breaking up 
the elk. The pemmican, queso, and Indian corn re- 
mained in the adventurer's alforjas, thanks to the succu- 
lent steaks cut adroitly from the animal by Domingo, 
and which, roasted on the ashes, procured them a deli- 
cious breakfast ; the festival was crowned with a few 
drops of pulque, from which the two Comanches ab- 
stained, according to the custom of their nation. Pipes 
and cigarettes were then lighted, and each began smok- 
ing silently. 

Marksman reflected on the steps he must take, while 
Domingo and Bermudez prepared everything for depar- 
ture ; at length, he decided on speaking. " Q.^^j^^k^^'sA'' 
he 8aid, '* we have arrived at tiie E^o\»^\i^t^ wst V^^as:^^'^ 
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really commences ; it is time for me 60 tell you wliere 
we are going. So soon as we have crossed this forest^ 
which will not take long, we shall have before us an 
immense plain, in the midst of which stands a city ; this 
city is called by the Indians Quiepaa-Tani ; it is one of 
those mysterious cities in which, since the conquest, the 
Mexican civilization of the Incas has taken refuge ; to 
that city we are proceeding, for the maidens we wish to 
save have sought shelter there. That city is sacred ; 
woe to the European or white man who is discovered in 
its vicinity ! I confess to you that the perils we have 
hitherto incurred are as- nothing to be compared with 
those that probably await us, ere we gain the end we 
have proposed to ourselves. It is impossible for all of 
us to dream of entering that city ; the attempt would 
be madness, and only result in our being massacred for 
no good. On the other hand, we might find it neces- 
sary to meet there those devoted companions, who, in 
the hour of danger, would come to our aid. I have, 
therefore, resolved on this : Bermudez will proceed to 
the spot where we left Juanita ; then both, leading the 
horses with them, will join Brighteye's and Buperto's 
detachments at the agreed on spot, and guide them here. 
What is your opinion, Caballeros ? Do you approve my 
plan?" 

*' In every point," Don Mariano answered, with a 
bow. 

"And you, Chief?" 

"My brother is prudent ; what he does is well." 

" What ? I am going to leave you !" poor Bermudez 
muttered, addressing his master. 

" It must be, my friend," the latter answered; " but 
not for long, I hope." 
'' Try to remember the roa.4 ^^ ka^^ io'CLor^^^, ^^ \i& 
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iiot to make a mistake in returning," the hunter re- 
marked. 

"I will try/' 

" Eh, old hunter ?" Domingo said with a grin. " Why 
the deuce do you not send me, who am a woodranger, 
and have the desert at my fingers' ends, instead of this 
poor man, who, I feel sure, will leave his hones on the 
way?" 

Marksman gave the Gambusino a piercing glance, 
which made him blush and look down. " Because," he 
answered, laying a stress on each word, " friend Domingo, 
I feel such a powerful inclination toward you, that I 
cannot consent to let you out of my sight for a moment ? 
Tou understand me, I suppose ?" 

"Perfectly, perfectly," the Gambusino stammered; 
"you need not get in a passion, old hunter. I will 
stay. What I said was in your behalf; that was all," 

" I appreciate your offer, as it deserves," the Canadian 
answered, sarcastically ; '*so let us say no more about it." 
Then he continued, addressing Bermudez, " As we may 
possibly soon require help, try, on your return, to take 
a shorter and more direct road. You hear ?" 

" And understand ; be at rest. I am too satisfied of 
the recommendations you give me, to neglect them.*' 

" A last word. I have told you that it was absolutely 
necessary, for the success of the difiGlcult expedition we 
are attempting, that we should find here, in case of need, 
a strong detachment of resolute men ; warn Ruperto to 
be doubly prudent, and avoid, as far as possible, any 
meeting, and, of course, any quarrel with the Indians." 
, " I will tell him." 

** Now put the canoe in the water ; and good luck." 
" Heaven grant you may succeed in ^sj^Vs^^ \ssr^ ^^"^st 
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Kina^" the old servant said, with an emotion he could 
not overcome. ** I would joyfully give my life for her*" 

" Go in peace, my friend," Marksman answered, af- 
> fectionately. " You have ahready sacrificed much." 

The adventurers then left the grotto, not without first 
looking round to see there was no danger. A profound 
silence prevailed beneath the impenetrable forest covert* 
They then raised on their shoulders the canoe, in which 
they had placed provisions for the comrade who wa» 
about to leave them, and it soon floated lightly on the 
water. Bermudez took his parting farewell, and then 
tnming away, with an effort, leaped into the canoe^ 
seized the paddles, and went off. 

" We shall meet again soon," Don Mariano said, with 
emotion. 

" Soon, if Heaven decree it !" Bermudez answered. 

*' Amen !" the adventurers piously murmured. 

Marksman followed, for a long time, the course of the 
canoe, and then turned hastily to his comrades. " His 
is a devoted heart," he muttered, as if speaking to him- 
self. «' Will he get there ?" 

" God will protect him !" Don Mariano answered. 

" That is true," the hunter said, passing his hand 
over his forehead. " I am mad, on my word, to have 
such thoughts, and, what is more, ungrateful to Pro- 
vidence, which has hitherto watched over us with such 
solicitude." 

" Well spoken, my friend," Don Mariano remarked. 
" I feel a presentiment that we shall succeed." 

"Well, would you have me speak frankly to you?" 
the hunter said, gaily. *' I feel the same presentiment ; 
so forwards !" 

Flying Eagle at this moment laid his hand on the 
hunter' B shoulder. " Before ataxVixisA ^wil^ \^^ •vi 
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hold a coimcil with my brother/* he said ; " the case is 
grave." 

"You are right, Chief; let us return to the grotto ; 
our movements must be combined with the utmost pru- 
dence, so that when the moment arrives, we may not 
commit an irreparable mistake which would hopelessly 
compromise the success of our expedition." 

The Comanche made a sign of assent, and preceding 
his Mends, returned to the cavern. The fire was not 
yet completely out, but smouldered in the ashes ;. in a 
second it blazed up again, and the four men seated 
themselves gravely round it. The Chief then took his 
calumet from his girdle, filled it with sacred tobacco, lit 
it, and after slowly drawing two or three mouthfuls of 
smoke, passed it to Marksman. The calumet then 
passed round, without a word being uttered, until the 
tobacco contained in the bowl was consumed. When 
nothing remained but the ash, the Chief shook it out in 
the fire, returned the calumet to his girdle, and ad- 
dressed Marksman. "A Chief would speak," he said. 

" My brother can speak," the hunter answered, with 
a bow : *' our ears are open.'* 

The Bachem, after making his wife a sign to retire 
out of range of voice, which, according to the Indian 
custom. Eglantine did immediately, bowed reverently 
to the members of the council, spoke, as follows. 



CHAPTEE XXIX. 

THE OOVKOIL. 



Flying Eagfle, since the commencement of the expe- 
dition, in which he had consentoA. to \s3&fe ^ ^vtfc^ \5^^ 
constantly played a passive ijart, aCiCi%^\3«^^> ^wSjOass^ ^'**- 
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cussion, the combinations proposed by Marksman, exe«. 
cuting frankly and faithfdlly the orders he received firona. . 
the hunter; in a word, entirely performing the part of 
a warrior subordinate to a chief whose duty it is to 
Idiink for him : hence the new attitude suddenly as- 
sumed by the Sachem filed the Canadian with surprise, 
for he had no notion on what subject the debate was 
about to turn, and he feared in his heart lest, in thei 
critical situation he was in at the moment^ the Comanche 
intended to leave him to his own resources, or, perhaps^ 
raise obstacles to the execution of his plans. Hence he 
impatiently awaited the explanation of his ally's strange 
conduct. 

The Chief, still apathetic, rose, and bowing once 
again, began to speak : — ** Palefaces, my brothers," he 
said, in his guttural and sympathetic voice, " for more 
than a moon we have been together on the same path, 
sharing the same fatigue, sleeping side by side, eating 
the produce of the same chase ; but the chief you ad- 
mitted to share your labour and perils has not, till this 
day, been allowed to advance so far in your confidence 
as a friend should do. Tour heart has even remained 
to him closed and covered with a thick cloud. Your 
projects are as unknown to him as on the first day.' The 
words your chest breathes are and remain to him inex- 
plicable riddles. Is this right.'* is it just? "No ! "Why 
did you summon me ? why did you beg me to accompany 
you, if I am ever to remain a stranger to you ? Up to 
the present I have shut up in my heart the bitterness 
which your suspicious conduct caused me. Not a com- 
plaint rose from my heart to my lips, on seeing myself 
treated in a manner so ill suited to my rank and the re- 
Jafdona I have maintained with you. Even at this mo- 
ment I would continue to mamt^m^AewsfeSim"^ Itv^-^^- 
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ship for you was not stronger than the resentment 
caused by your ungenerous conduct toward me. We 
are on the holy land of the Indians ; the ground we 
tread on is sacred; perils surround us, numberless 
snares are laid for our steps on all sides. Why should 
I teach you to avoid them, if your plans are not at 
length revealed to me, and unless I know whether the 
path we are following is that of war or of hunting ? 
Speak with frankness — take the skin £rom your heart, 
as I have done from mine. Enlighten me as to the 
conduct you intend to pursue, and the object you pro- 
pose, so that I may aid you by my counsels should that 
be necessary, and that, being your ally, I should no 
longer be kept aloof from your deliberations, which is a 
disgrace to the nation of which I have the honour to be 
a member, and unworthy of a warrior like myself. I 
have spoken, brothers. I await your answer, which I 
am convinced will be such as warriors so wise and ex- 
perienced as yourselves ought to give." 

During the long speech of the Comanche Chief, 
Marksman had repeatedly given signs of impatience, 
and, had he not feared making a breach in the rules of 
Indian etiquette by interrupting him, he would cer- 
tainly have done so ; ifi was with great diflSculty he 
succeeded in restraining himself and maintaining that 
apathetic appearance absolutely demanded in such cir- 
cumstances. So soon as the Chief took his place again^ 
the hunter rose, and after bowing to the audience, he 
spoke in a firm voice, with these words: — "The Wa- 
condah is great. He holds in his right hand the hearts 
of all men, whatever their colour may be. He alone 
can know their intentions and read their souls. The 
reproaches you address to me, Cbic?,\\«:^^«si«:^v^«t«SkSi.^ 
o/yiw^jce which I will not diacuaEmVJcL^cs^. ^Q>a.-sasc5 
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have supposed^ fi*oiii the conduct which circumstances 
haTO hitherto constrained me to hold toward you, that £ 
did not grant you all the confidence you so justly de- 
sired ; hut it is not so ; I waited till the hour for speak- 
ing arrived, not only to explain to you my intentions, 
but also to claim your assistance and intervention. As 
you wish me to explain myself at once, I will do so ; 
but, perhaps, it would have been better for you to wait 
till the forest in which we now are was traversed." 

'* I will remark to my brother that I demand nothing 
of him. I thought it my duty to make certain observa^ 
tions to him ; if he does not £nd them just, his heart is 
good. He will pardon me when he remembers that I 
am only a poor Indian, whose intellect is obscured by a 
doud, and that I had no intention to wound him." 

"!N*o, no, Chief," the hunter said quickly; '^as we 
are on this question, it is better to clear it up at once, 
in order not to have to return to it again, and that no- 
thing may arise between us for the future." 

" I am at my brother's orders, ready to hear, if it 
pleases him, and willing still to wait, if he considers it 
necessary." 

" I thank you. Chief; but I adhere to my first reso- 
lution. I prefer to tell you all." 

The Comanche smiled cunningly. ''Is my brother 
jeally resolved to speak ?" he asked. 

''Yes," 

" Good. Then my brother has nothing to add. All 
that he has to say to me I know. He can tell me no- 
thing more than I have guessed myself." 

The hunter could not repress a start of surprise. 
" Oh, oh," he muttered, " what is the meaning of that, 
Chief? Why, then, the reproaches you addressed to me ?'' 
'^ because I wished to mslka to^ \stQfOafi3t "QSi^«ceK»sv^ 
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that a Mend must hold nothing concealed from another, 
especially when that firiend has been proved for long 
yearSy when his fidelity is stau]|ch, and he can be 
depended on like a second self," 

The hunter smiled slightly, but at once regained his 
gravity. " Thanks for the lesson you give me, Chief," 
he said, holding out his hand cordially. ** I deserve it, 
for I really fsdled in my confidence to you. The ser- 
vice I expect from you is so important for us that I put 
<^ daily asking it of you, and, in spite of myself, I 
confess I should probably not have made up my mind 
tni the very last moment." 

** I know it," the Comanche said, his good temper 
entirely restored, 

''Still," the hunter continued, ''in spite of the as- 
surance that you know my plans, it would be, perhaps, 
as well for me to enter into certain details of which you 
are ignorant," 

" I repeat to my brother that I know all. Flying 
Eagle is one of the first Chiefs of his nation ; he has a 
quick ear and a piercing sight. For nearly two moons 
he has not left the great Pale warrior ; during that 
period many events have happened, many words have 
been spoken before him. The Chief has seen, he has 
heard, and all is as clear in his mind as if these things 
had been drawn for him on one of those collars which 
the white men know so well how to make, and some of 
which he has seen in the hands of the Chief of the 
Braver." 

" However great your penetration may be. Chief," 
ike hunter objected, " I can scarcely imagine you are 
fio well acquainted with my intentions as you suppose." 

"iNTot only do I know my brother's inteati<ya&,\s^\- 
«m also aware of the servic© "ha e^^eXa ixwssiL Tw^r 
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** By Jove ! Chief, you will cause me enormous pleasure 
by telling it to me ; not that X doubt your penetration, 
for the red men are renowned for their cleverness. 
Still, all this seems to me so extraordinary that I should 
like to be convinced, were it only for my personal satis- 
faction, and to prove to the persons who hear us how 
wrong we white men are in imagining that we are so 
superior in intellect, when, on the contrary, you Indians 
leave us far behind." 

" Hum !" Domingo muttered, " what you say there 
is rather strong, old hunter. It is notorious that the 
Indians are brute beasts." 

" That is not my opinion," Don Mariano remarked, 
" though I know very little of the Kedskins, with whom 
I never entered into any connection before this occasion. 
Still, since my arrival in these regions, I have seen 
them accomplish acts so astonishing, that I should not 
feel at all surprised if this Chief had completely read 
our plans, as he assures us." 

'* I think so too," the hunter added. .** However, we 
shall judge. Speak, Chief, that we may know as soon 
as possible what opinion to form of the penetration you 
flatter yourself with possessing." 

" Flying Eagle is not a chattering old woman, who 
boasts rightly and wrongly; he is a Sachem, whose 
deeds and words are ripely meditated. He does not 
pretend to know more than his brothers, the Palefaces ; 
still, the experience he has acquired serves him in the 
place of wisdom, and helps him to explain what he sees 
and hears." 

" That is well, Chief. I know that you are a valiant 
and renowned warrior. Our ears are open; we are 
listening to you with all the attention you deserve." 

"Jl/y brother, the great \i\m\.et, '^qHj^e^^ Xa «ii\Ki 
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Quiepaa Tani, where the two white maidens are shel- 
tered, one of whom is the daughter of the Chief with 
the grey beard. These two women were confided to an 
Apache Sachem, called Addick. Hy brother, the hunter, 
is anxious to arrive at Quiepaa Tani, because he fears 
treachery from the Apache Chief, whom he suspects of 
haying allied himself with the white man who was 
hired by the Palefaces to carry off the two' women, and 
make them disappear. I have spoken. Have I truly 
understood the intentions of my brother, or am I de- 
ceived ?" 

His auditors regarded each other with amazement. 
The Chief enjoyed his triumph for a moment, and then 
continued — ** Now, this is the service the hunter wishes 
to ask of the Comanche Sachem *' 

"By heavens. Chief!" Marksman exclaimed, "I 
must confess that all you have said is true. How did 
you learn it ? I know not how to explain it, although 
I grant we have said enough on the subject in your 
presence to enable you to guess it ; but as for the ser- 
vice I expect from you, if you can tell me that, I will 
allow you to be the greatest " 

" Let my brother not be rash," the Chief interrupted 
him, with a proud smile, *' lest he should soon take me 
for an adept of the great medieine.^^ 

** Hum !" the hunter said, gravely, " I should not 
like to swear you are not." 

" Och ! my brother shall judge. No Paleface has, till 
this day, succeeded in entering Quiepaa Tani ; still my 
brother wishes, at all hazards, to visit the city, in order 
to obtain'certain information about the two pale virgins. 
Unfortunately, my brother does not know how to set 
about his plan, nor how he would succeed m «MTOs%*^sssji 
majdena, if he found them in d.Mi^'et. ^Y\ia^SA^'?^ss:^^^ 
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thought of Flying Eagle. He said to himself that his 
red brother was a Chief, and must have Mends or rela- 
tions in Quiepaa Tani ; that the entrance to the city, 
forbidden him through his colonr» was not so to the 
Chief, and that Flying Eagle would obtain for him the 
information he could not obtain himself." 

" Yes, that is what I thought, Chiet Why should I 
conceal it ? Am I mistaken ? Will you not do that 
for me ?" 

*' I will do better," the Indian answered. '* Let my 
brother listen. Eglantine is a woman; no one will 
notice her; she will enter the city unperceived, and 
obtain the information the hunter needs better than the 
Chief can. When the moment for action arrives. Flying 
Eagle will help the hunter." 

"By Jove! you are right, Sachem; your idea is 
better than mine. It is preferable in every respect that 
Eglantine should go on the discovery. A woman cannot 
inspire suspicions, and she can learn news better than 
anyone. Let us start, then, without any further delay. 
So soon as we have crossed the forest, we will send her 
to the Tzinco." 

Flying Eagle shook his head, and kept his hold of the 
hunter's arm, who had already risen to set out. " My 
brother is quick," he said ; " let me say one word more." 

'* Let us see." 

"Eglantine will go ahead; my brother will have 
news sooner." 

Don Mariano rose, and pressed the Comanche's hand 
with emotion. " Thanks for the good thought that has 
occurred to you. Chief," he said to him. " You have 
delicate feelings ; your heart is noble ; it can sympathize 
with a father's sorrow. Once again I thank you." 

The Indian turned away, to (ioaofeai ^<6 \x»sjfe ^1 ^- 
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tation on his fsice, which, in his idea, was unworthy a 
Chief, who, under all circumstances, must remain 
stoicaL" 

**In truth," Marksman said, "the Chief's proposal 
will make us gain precious time ; his idea is excellent." 

Flying Eagle made Eglantine a sign to approach him, 
which she at once obeyed. The Chief then explained 
to her in his tongue what she was to do, to which she 
listened with charming grace, standing timidly before 
him. When Elying Eagle had given her his instruc- 
tions most fully, and she perfectly understood what was 
wanted of her, she turned gracefully to Don Mariano 
and Marksman, and said, with a smile almost prophetic 
— " Eglantine will learn.'* 

These two words filled the poor father's heart with 
joy and hope. *' Bless you, young woman!" he said; 
" bless you, for the kindness you show me at this mo- 
ment, and that you intend to show me." 

The separation between husband and wife was as it 
should be with Indians ; that is to say, grave and cold. 
Whatever love Elying Eagle felt for his companion, he 
would have been ashamed, in the presence of strangers, 
and above all of whites, to display the slightest emo- 
tion, or allow the feelings of his heart towards her to 
be guessed. After bowing once more to Don Mariano 
and Marksman in farewell. Eglantine hastened away, 
with that quick and high step which renders the In- 
dians the first walkers in the world. Though the Chief's 
stoicism was so great, still he looked after his young 
wife, until she disappeared among the trees. 

As nothing pressed them at the moment, the adven- 
turers allowed the great heat of the day to pass, and 
only set out when the declining sun appeared Uka ^\isii^ 
of£re, almost on a level wifti t\ie gtovisA* ""S^^vt \aas5^ 
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was. slow, owing to the countless difficulties they had to 
surmount, in forcing their way through the intertwined 
creepers and brambles, which they had to cut down with 
axes at every step. At length, after a four days' march, 
during which they had to endure extraordinary fatigue, 
they saw the trees growing more sparsely, the scrub be- 
come less dense, and, between the trees they perceived a 
deep and open horizon. Although the adventurers were 
in the heart of a virgin forest, where, according to all 
probability, they could, not expect to meet anybody of 
their own species, they neglected no precaution, and ad- 
vanced very prudently in Indian file, with the finger on 
the trigger, eye and ear on the watch ; for being so near 
one of the sacred Indian cities, they might expect, es- 
pecially after the smart skirmish a few days previous, 
to be tracked by scouts sent in search of them. Toward 
the evening of the fourth day, at the moment they were 
preparing to camp for the night in a vast clearing on the 
banks of a nameless stream, so many of which are met 
with in the virgin forests, Marksman, who was march- 
ing at the head of the little party, suddenly stopped, 
and looked down on the ground, with signs of the utmost 
astonishment. 

"What is it?" Don Mariano anxiously asked him.''' 

Marksman did not answer him ; but he turned to the 
Indian Chief, and said, with a certain degree of alarm, 
" Look yourself. Chief; this seems to me inconceivable." 

Plying Eagle stooped down in his turn, and remained 
a long time examining the marks which seemed to 
trouble the hunter so greatly. At length he rose. 

** "Well ?" Marksman asked him. 

** A band of horsemen has passed by here this very 
day,'' he replied. 

''Yes/' the hunter said-, *^\)u\.^\xo «tfe VJc^^ V^t'^'^- 
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men? where do they come from? that is what I 
want to know." 

The Indian resumed his inspection, with an attention 
more minute than before. " They are Palefaces," after 
a pause, he said. 

*' What ! Palefaces !" Marksman exclaimed, with a 
Yoice prudently suppressed ; " it is impossible ! Think 
where we are. Never has a white man, excepting my- 
self, penetrated into these regions." 

"They are Palefaces," the Chief insisted. "Look, 
one of them stopped here and dismouuted ; here is the 
mark of his steps ; his foot crushed that tuft of grass ; 
one of his nails in his shoe left a black line on that 
stone." 

"That is true," Marksman muttered; "the Indian 
mocassins do not leave such marks. But who can these 
men be ? how did they get here ? what direction have 
they followed ?" 

While Marksman was asking himself these questions, 
and hopelessly seeking the solution of the problem, 
riying Eagle had walked some paces, attentively fol- 
lowing the marks, which were perfectly plain on the 
ground. 

" Well, Chief," the hunter asked, as he saw him re- 
turning, " have you found anything which can put us 
on the right scent ?" 

"Wah!" the Indian said, with a toss of his head. 
" The trail is fresh; the horsemen are not far off." 

"Are you sure of it, Chief? Remember how im- 
portant it is for us to know who the people are we have 
for neighbours." 

The Comanche remained silent for a moment, plunged 
in serious thought. Then he raised hi^ Vi^ea.^. ''''^Ts:?i>xw% 
Ea^le/' he said, " wiU try to ^at\al^ \i\% \yt^^^^- ^^"^ 
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the Palefaces remain here till his return ; the Chief will 
take up the trail ; he will soon tell the hunter if the 
men are friends or enemies." 

" By Jove ! I will go with you, Chief," Marksman 
sharply replied. '' It shall not be said that, in order to 
be useful to us, you exposed yourself to a serious danger, 
without having a friend near to back you up." 

" No,*' the Indian went on ; " my brother must re- 
main here ; one warrior is sufficient." 

Marksman knew that, when once the Chief had 
formed a resolution, nothing could make him alter it. 
Hence he no longer urged it. "Go then,*' he said, 
** and act as you please. I know that what you do will 
be right." 

The Comanche threw his rifle over his shoulder, lay 
down on the ground, and crawled like a serpent amid 
the underwood. 

** And what are we to do ?" Don Mariano asked. 

"Await the Chief *s return,** Marksman answered; 
" and while doing so, prepare supper, the need of which 
I am certain you are beginning to feel, like myself.'* 

The adventurers installed themselves, as well as they 
could, in the clearing, following Marksman's advice, 
and awaiting the return of the scout, whose absence, 
however, was much longer than they expected; for 
night had fallen long before he made his appearance. 



CHAPTEE XXX. 

THB SECOND DETACHMEWT. 

As we have said in our previous chapter. Flying Eagle 

started on the trail of the horsemen whose footsteps had 

been perceived by Marksman. The Indian was really 

one of the finest sleuth-houndft oi \v\ft n^i^o^-, isst, ^. 
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though night fell rapidly, and soon prevented him from 
distinguishing the traces which served to guide him in 
his search, he continued not a bit the less to advance 
with a sure and certain step. About ten minutes after 
leaving his companions, the Chief rose to his feet, and 
not appearing to attach great importance to the marks 
on the ground, he continued his search, satisfying him- 
self with looking, from time to time, peeringly at the 
trees and shrubs that surrounded him. Flying Eagle 
continued walking thus for an hour without hesitation 
or checking his speed. On reaching a spot where the 
trees fell back on both sides, thus forming an open space 
into which several wild beast tracks opened, the Chief 
stopped for a moment, cast an investigating and suspi- 
cious glance around, clutched his rifle, which he had 
hitherto carried on his back, inspected the priming care- 
fully, and bending his body to a level with the tall grass, 
he advanced with measured steps toward a thicket, the 
branches of which he drew aside, and in which he 
speedily disappeared. So soon as he was completely con* 
cealed, the Comanche knelt down, gradually opened the 
leafy curtain that hid him, and looked out. Suddenly 
Flying Eagle rose, uncocked his rifle, which he threw 
back again on his shoulder, and stepped forth with head 
erect, and a smile on his lips. 

In the centre of a large clearing, iMumined by three 
or four flres, some twenty men were encamped, pic- 
turesquely grouped round the fires, and joyousfy prepar- 
ing their evening meal, while their horses grazed a short 
distance ofll These horsemen, whom Flying Eagle re- 
cognized at the first glance, were Don Leo de Torris, 
Eri^hteye, and the Gambusinos detached in pursuit of 
Don Estevan. The Indian appTowi\i"fc^ ^^ ^^'e; ^^-ss. 
which Don Leo andthehunteta^et^^fc^XA^Wi^^^"'^^^ 
In front of them. 
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" May the Wacondah watch over my brothers !" he 
said, in salutation ; " a friend has come to visit them.'* 

"He is welcome," Don Leo answered gracefaily, as 
he held out his hand. 

" Yes," Brighteye went on, "a thousand times weU 
come ; though there's reason that his presence should 
surprise us." 

The Chief bowed, and took his place between the two 
whites. 
. " How is it we meet you here ?'* the hunter asked. 

'' The question my brother asks me at this moment is 
exactly what I was preparing to ask myself." 

" How so ?" Don Miguel asked. 

" Does not my brother, the Pale-face, know where he 
is at this moment ?" 

" 'Not at all. Since our separation, we have constantly 
followed the trail of an enemy, though we could not 
catch him up ; that trail has led us to parts strange to 
Brighteye himself/' 

" I am bound to confess it. This is the second time 
such a thing has occurred to me, and under exactly simi- 
lar circumstances. The first time, I remember, it was 
in 1843. I was on the " 

** But if the hunter does not know these regions," 
riyiog Eagle interrupted him unceremoniously, "my 
brother, the warrior knows them." 

"I?" Don Leo said. "2Tot the least in the world. 
Chief. I assure you it is the first time I have come this 
way." 

" My brother is mistaken, he has been here already ; 
but, like all the Pale-faces, my brother's memory is short, 
he has forgotten." ' 

''No, Chief. I am too weYl acic^amted with the de- 
sert not to recognize, at the fiial ^wiii^, ^t^^ «^^^» ^\ctf^ 
I have once visited." 
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The Indian smiled at this pretension, which was so 
poorly justified* *' Yes, that has happened to my bro- 
ther to-day,'* he said, ** though only three moons, at the 
most, have passed since he yisited these parts in com- 
pany with the Pale hunter, to whom he gave the name 
of Marksman.'* 

The adyenturer started, and a lively emotion could be 
seen on his face. *' What do you mean, Eedskin, in 
Heaven's name ?" he said quickly. 

'' I mean that Quiepaa Tani is there," the Indian an- 
swered, stret(^hing out his arm in a south-western direc- 
tion; ''that we are but a half-day's journey distant 
from it at the most." 

" Can it be possible ?" 

" Oh !" the young man exclaimed, energetically, as 
he suddenly rose ; ^* thanks for these good news, Chief 1" 

" What are you going to do ?'* Brighteye asked him. 

" What am I going to do ? Cannot you guess it ? 
Those we wish to save are only a few leagues from us, 
and you ask me that question !" 

"I ask it of you because I fear, through your im- 
petuosity and imprudence, lest you might compromise 
the success of our expedition." 

''Your words are harsh, old hunter; but I pardon 
them, because you cannot understand my feelings." 

'' Perhaps I can, perhaps I cannot, Don Miguel ; but, 
believe me, in an expediti^pL like ours, stratagem alone 
can lead to success." 

" Deuce take stratagem, and he who recommends it," 
the young man exclaimed passionately. *' I wish to 
deliver the girls whom, through my mad confidence, I 
led into this snare." 

" And whom you lose for ever lyj wioWciet ^'jX. ^\\ssaS^- 
ness. Truat in the experience ol «^Ta»si^V^ V^^ \n:\^^ 
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in the desert more years than yon coiint months in'yonr 
life. Since we have been following Don Estevah's trail, 
you have seen that a strong party of Indian horsemen 
has joined him, I think ? At two paces from a holy city, 
whose population is immense, do yon intend to contend 
with your fifteen Gambusinos against several thousand 
brave and experienced . Eedskin warriors? That would 
be committing suicide with your eyes open* If Don 
Estevan is proceeding in this direction, it is because he 
^so knows that the maidens are in Quiepaa Tani. Do 
not let us hurry, but watch our enemy's movemex^ts, 
;T^jithout revealing our presence, or letting him suspect 
we are so near him. In that way I answer for our suc- 
cess on my head." ' 

The young man had listened to these remarks with 
the greatest attention. When Brighteye ceased, he 
pressed his hand affectionately, and sat down at once 
by his side. '* Thanks, my old friend," he said, " thanks 
for the rough way in which you have spoken to me. 
You have brought me back to my senses. I was mad. 
.But," he added a moment after, *' what is to be done I 
How to save these imhappy maidens ?" 

Plying Eagle, during the preceding conversation, had 
remained calm and silent, apathetically smoking his In- 
dian calumet ; on hearing Don Leo speak thus, he under- 
stood it was time for him to interfere. "The Pale 
warrior can regain his courage," he said ; " Eglantine is 
in Quiepaa Tani ; to-morrow at sunrise we shall have 
news of the pale virgins." 

" Oh ! oh !" the young man said joyously. " So soon 
as your wife returns from that nest of demons, I promise 
her, Chief, the handsomest pair of bracelets, and the 
prettiest earrings an Indian cithautl ever yet wore." 

''^lantine needs no leN^ai^ iox ^erq\Tv^\i«ttcv^\As.r 
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" I know it. Chief; but you will not refuse me the 
satisfaction of giving her this slight token of my grati- 
tude. Chief?" 

'* My brother is at liberty to do so." 

"Halloh 1" Brighteye suddenly remarked, V. by what 
chance did you come to our camp this night ?'* . 

" Have you not understood ?" 

*' On my word, n.o. "We were far from suspecting you 
to be so near us," 

** That is true,** Don Miguel remarked : " but now 
that I know where we are, all is explained." 

*'Tes; but that does not tell us why the Chief came 
to find us here." 

"Because," Plying Eagle replied, "we discovered 
your footsteps crossing the trail we followed." 

" That is true ; and you came to reconnoitre." 

The Chief nodded an assent. 

" Have our friends stopped far from here ?" 

** No," the Indian said, *' I am going to rejoin them, 
in order to tell them who are the men I have seen. My 
absence has been long ; the Palefaces are soon alarmed. 
I am going." 

"One moment," Brighteye observed. "As chance 
has brought us together again, perhaps it will be better 
not to separate again; we shall, possibly, need one 
another." 

" What is your advice, Chief ? "Will it be better for us 
to accompany you to your* bivouac, or will you join us ?" 

" We wiU come hither." 

** Make haste, then ; for I am curious to know what 
has happened to you since our separation at the ford of 
the Eubio." 

" Flying Eagle is a good runner,'* the Chief an&^^T<^^^ 
*'but he has only the feet oi a mwxr 
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''By the way, why did you not come on hoise- 
back?" 

" Our horses were left at the camp of the great river. 
A trail is better followed afoot." 

" That is easily remedied. How many are yon ?" 

"Tour." 

** What, four ?« I fancied yon were more." 

" Yes, but the Pale hnnter will ^explain to yon why 
two of our comrades have left ns." 

" Good. I will accompany yon." 

Don Leo immediately gave orders to have four horses 
got ready, and recommended Brighteye to watch/ over 
the camp during his absence, then, mounting his horse, 
in which he was imitated by the Chief, the two set off, 
leading the horses intended for the men they were going 
to £nd. The two men only took twenty minutes in 
covering the ground which Flying Eagle had spent more 
than an hour in crossing, owing to the precautions he 
was compelled to take when following an unknown trail, 
which might belong to enemies. They found Marksman 
and Don Mariano with loaded rifles, and keeping good 
watch. While awaiting Flying Eagle's return, they had 
fallen asleep ; but the steps of the horses awoke them, 
and they stood on their defence in case of the worst. 
On their awakening, however, a very disagreeable sur- 
prise awaited them. They found only two instead of 
three. Domingo, the Gambusino, had disappeared. So 
soon as he recognized Don Miguel, the Canadian said, 
with extreme agitation — *' Dismount, dismount, Cabal- 
lero ! we must all go beating." 

** What humbug at this hour, Marksman !" Don Miguel 
answered. *^ Why, you must be mad !" 

"I am not mad," the Canadian said, hurriedly; 
^' but I repeat, dismount and knxil-, ^^ «t^\wXi«:^^^»'* 
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** Betrayed!" Don Miguel exclaimed, starting vnih 
surprise ; " by whom ? in Heaven's name !" 

'^ By Domingo 1 The traitor has fled during our sleep ! 
Ob! I was right to distrust his coppery fece !" 

" Domingo fled ! — a traitor ! You are mistaken !" 

" I am not. Hunt after him, I tell you, in the name 
of those you have sworn to save." 

No more was needed to exasperate the young man*; 
he bounded from his steed, and seized his rifle. '' What 
is to be done ?" he asked. 

r* " Scatter over the ground," the hunter rapidly an- 
swered. ** Each go a different way ; and may Heaven 
bless our search ! We have lost too much time already." 

Without any further exchange of words, the four men 
buried themselves in the forest in four different direc- 
tions. But the darkness was dense. Beneath the covet, 
where, even by day, the sunbeams penetrated with diffi- 
culty, on this black and moonless night they could dis^ 
tinguish nothing two steps ahead of them ; and if, instead 
of flying, the Gambusino had contented himself with 
hiding in the vicinity, the hunters would evidently have 
passed without noticing him. The search lasted a long 
time, for the hunters comprehended the importance of 
finding the fugitive again ; but, in spite of all their skill, 
they could discover nothing. Marksman, Don Mariano, 
and Don Miguel had been back by ihe flre several mi- 
nutes ; they were communicating to each other the closcf 
ness of their pursuit, when, suddenly, a dazzling flash 
crossed the forest, and a shot was heard, almost imme- 
diately followed by a second. " Let us run up," Marks- 
man shouted. ''Flying Eagle has found the vermin, 
Never was a better sleuth-hound after game." 

The three men ran at fall «(^^ m *Osi<& ^^^r5q^<s^ '^^ 
the shota they had heard. On aY^xo^'52v3Cca%* *Ows^ *1^^qk^ 
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that an obstinate contest was going on. The war-yell 
of the Comanches, uttered in Flying Eagle's powerful 
voice, permitted them no doubt on that head. At length, 
they debouched on the scone of action. Flying Eagle, 
with his foot on the chest of a man thrown down before 
him, and who writhed like a serpent to escape the fear- 
ful pressure, leant his back against a black oak, and, 
tomahawk in hand, was defending himself like a lion 
against half-a-dozen Indians who attacked him together. 
The three white men clubbed their rifles, and rushed 
into the medley with a terrible <5ry of defiance. The 
effect of this diversion was instantaneous. The Bed- 
skins dispersed in all directions, and fled like a legion of 
phantoms. 

*' After them!" Don Miguel howled, as he rushed 
forward. 

'' Stop !" Marksman shouted, as he seized him by the 
arm ; *' you might as well pursue the cloud carried off 
by the wind. Let the scoundrels escape, we shall find 
them again, I warrant." 

The adventurer perceived that a pursuit in the dark 
would be giving an enormous advantage to his enemy, 
who was better acquainted with the country, and pro- 
bably very numerous ; hence he stopped with a sigh of 
regret. The Chief was then surrounded, and compli- 
mented on his glorious resistance. The Sachem received 
the remarks with his habitual modesty. 

"Wah!" he merely answered, "the Apaches are 
cowardly old women. One Comanche warrior is suffi- 
cient to kill six times ten of them, and twenty more." 

By a miraculous hazard, the brave Indian had only 
received a few insignificant wounds, to which, in spite of 
his friend's earnest intreatiea, te ^aid wo further atten- 
tion tiian washing them with. co\^ -^aXiSt* 



THE SECOND DETACHMENT. 311 

"But," Marksman suddenly said, stooping down, 
'< whom have we here ? Eh ! if I am not mistaken, it 
is our fugitive !** 

It was really Domingo. The poor wretch had his 
thigh broken ; doubtlessly foreseeing the fate that 
awaited him, he howled with pain, but would give no 
other answer. 

" It would be a good deed," Don Mariano said, " to 
dash out this poor fellow's brains, to terminate his suf- 
ferings." 

''Let us be in no hurry," the implacable hunter re- 
marked. "Everything will have its season. Let Flying 
Eagle explain to us how he found him." 

" Yes, that is important," Don Miguel said. 

" It is the Wacondah who delivered this man into my 
hands," the Chief answered, sententiously. "I had 
ransacked the forest with as much care as the darkness 
permitted me, and was returning to you, wearied with 
nearly two hours' fruitless search, when, at the moment 
I least thought of it, I was attacked by more than ten 
Apaches, who rushed on me from all sides at once. This 
man was at the head of the assailants. He fired his gun 
at me, but did not hit me. I answered in the same way ; 
but more successfully, for he fell. I immediately set my 
foot on his chest, for fear he should escape me, and de- 
fended myself to my best against my enemies, in order to 
give you time to come to my assistance. I have spoken.'* 

"By heavens, Chief!" the hunter exclaimed, enthu- 
«iastically, " you are a brave warrior ! What you have 
done is grand. This villain, on leaving us, found a party 
of these birds of prey, and was, doubtlessly, returning 
with the intention of attacking us during our sleep." 

" Well !" Don Mariano remarked^ " \\ai\^l^>i5s5L ^ks^s^a^v 
BO all IB for the best." 
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" May the Wacondah watch over my brothers !" he 
said, in salatation ; '' a friend has come to visit them.'' 

"He is welcome,'* Don Leo answered gracefully, as 
he held out his hand. 

"Yes," Brighteye went on, "a thousand times wel- 
come ; though there's reason that his presence should 
surprise us." 

The Chief bowed, and took his place between the two 
whites. 
, " How is it we meet you here ?'* the hunter asked. 

" The question my brother asks me at this moment is 
exactly what I was preparing to ask myself." 

" How so ?" Don Miguel asked. 

" Does not my brother, the Pale-face, know where he 
is at this moment ?** 

" Not at all. Since our separation, we have constantly 
followed the trail of an enemy, though we could not 
catch him up ; that trail has led us to parts strange to 
Brighteye himself." 

" I am bound to confess it. This is the second time 
such a thing has occurred to me, and under exactly simi- 
lar circumstances. The first time, I remember, it was 
in 1843. I was on the " 

'* But if the hunter does not know these regions," 
Flying Eagle interrupted him unceremoniously, **my 
brother, the warrior knows them." 

"I?*' Don Leo said. "Kot the least in the world. 
Chief. I assure you it is the first time I have come this 
way." 

" My brother is mistaken, he has been here already ; 
but, like all the Pale-faces, my brother's memory is short, 
he has forgotten." 

'^iVb, Chief, I am too well acquainted with the de- 
sert not to recognize, at ttie &ca\. ^wi^^, ^t^^ ^^^» Vav^ 
I have once visited." 
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The Indian smiled at this pretension, which was so 
poorly justified. '' Yes, that has happened to my bro- 
ther to-day,'' he said, ** though only three moons, at the 
most, have passed since he visited these parts in com- 
pany with the Pale hunter, to whom he gave the name 
of Marksman." 

The adventurer started, and a lively emotion could be 
seen on his face. '* What do you mean, Eedskin, in 
Heaven's name ?" he said quickly. 

'' I mean that Quiepaa Tani is there," the Indian an- 
swered, stret(^hing out his arm in a south-western direc- 
tion; "that we are but a half-day's journey distant 
from it at the most." 

'* Can it be possible ?" 

" Oh !" the young man exclaimed, energetically, as 
he suddenly rose ; ^' thanks for these good news, Chief V 

*' What are you going to do ?'* Brighteye asked him. 

" What am I going to do ? Cannot you guess it ? 
Those we wish to save are only a few leagues from us, 
and you ask me that question !" 

" I ask it of you because I fear, through your im- 
petuosity and imprudence, lest you might compromise 
the success of our expedition." 

'^ Your words are harsh, old hunter ; but I pardon 
them, because you cannot understand my feelings. '* 

'' Perhaps I can, perhaps I cannot, Don Miguel ; but, 
believe me, in an expeditififL like ours, stratagem alone 
can lead to success." 

" Deuce take stratagem, and he who recommends it," 
the young man exclaimed passionately. " I wish to 
deliver the girls whom, through my mad confidence, I 
led into this snare." 

"And whom you lose for ever by axvotkct ^^^K. ^\^sa»Sw- 
ncsB. TrvLBt in the experience oi a Tft»x^ ^V^ V^^ ^>c5i'^^ 
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. ,m the desert more years than you count months in' your 
life. Since we have been following Don Estevan's trail, 
you have seen that a strong party of Indian horsemen 
Las joined him, I think ? At two paces from a holy city, 
whose population is immensoi do you intend to contend 
with your fifteen Gambusinos against several thousand 
brave and experienced ; Eedskin warriors? That would 
be committing suicide with your eyes open* If Bon 
Estevan is proceeding in this direction, it is because he 
<al80 knows that the maidens are in Quiepaa TanL Bo 
not let us hurry, but watch our enemy's movemei^tBy 
;T^thout revealing our presence, or letting him suspect 
we are so near him. In that way I answer for our suc- 
cess on my head." ^ 

The young man had listened to these remarks with 
the greatest attention. When Brighteye ceased, he 
pressed his hand affectionately, and sat down at once 
by his side. ** Thanks, my old friend," he said, '' thanks 
for the rough way in which you have spoken to me. 
You have brought me back to my senses. I was mad. 
.But," he added a moment after, " what is to be done I 
How to save these imhappy maidens?" 

Plying Eagle, daring the preceding conversation, had 
remained calm and silent, apathetically smoking his In- 
dian calumet ; on hearing Don Leo speak thus, he under- 
stood it was tune for him to interfere. " The Pale 
warrior can regain his courage/' he siod ; ** Eglantine is 
in Quiepaa Tani ; to-morrow at sunrise we shall have 
news of the pale virgins." 

" Oh ! oh !" the young man said joyously. " So soon 
as your wife returns from that nest of demons, I promise 
her. Chief, the handsomest pair of bracelets, and the 
prettiest earrings an Indian cithmtl ever yet wore." 

" JE^Iantine needs no le^ai^ iox ^<itN\sv^Vtst is^ssi.^^J* 
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" I know it. Chief; but you will not refuse me the 
satisfaction of giving her this slight token of my grati- 
tude. Chief?" 

** My brother is at liberty to do so." 

"Halloh 1" Brighteye suddenly remarked, V. by what 
chance did you come to our camp this night ?'* 

" Have you not understood ?" 

" On my word, n.o, "We were far from suspecting you 
to be so near us," 

"That is true,*' Don Miguel remarked: "but now 
that I know where we are, all is explained." 

" Yes; but that does not tell us why the Chief came 
to find us here." 

"Because," Plying Eagle replied, "we discovered 
your footsteps crossing the trail we followed." 

** That is true ; and you came to reconnoitre." 

The Chief nodded an assent. 

" Have our friends stopped far from here ?" 

" Ko," the Indian said, " I am going to rejoin them, 
in order to tell them who are the men I have seen. My 
absence has been long ; the Palefaces are soon alarmed. 
I am going." 

"One moment," Brighteye observed. "As chance 
has brought us together again, perhaps it will be better 
not to separate again; we shall, possibly, need one 
another." 

" What is your advice. Chief ? "Will it be better for us 
to accompany you to your' bivouac, or will you join us ?" 

" We wiU come hither." 

" Make haste, then ; for I am curious to know what 
has happened to you since our separation at the ford of 
the Eubio." 

" Flying Eagle is a good runner," the Chief answered^ 
" but he has only the feet oi a mau*' 
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"I know," the Canadian cut him short, *'tliat you 
are not the man to let yourself be surprised, my friend^ 
and that is enough for me ; but keep a good look-out, 
so as to be ready at the first signal." 

** And what will that signal be ? for we must under^ 
stand one another thoroughly, in order to avoid any 
misunderstanding, which, annopog at all times, would,' 
in our present circumstances, be utter ruin." 

"Tou are right. "When you hear the cry of the 
hawk repeated thrice, at equal intervals, then you must 
act vigorously." 

*' That is understood," Brighteye said ; " trust to me 
for that." 

*' I am ready," Marksman said to the Chief. *' What 
must I do?" 

*' In the first place, dress yourself," Flying Eagle an- 
swered. 

''What! dress myself?" the hunter said, surveying 
his person with surprise. 

" Wah ! does my brother fancy he vdll enter Quiepaa- 
Tani in his Paleface clothes ?" 

" That is true ; an Indian disguise is absolutely ne- 
cessary. Wait a minute." 

The travestissement did not take long to effect. Eg- 
lantine modestly retired into the forest, so as not to be 
present at the hunter's toilet. In a few minutes Marks- 
man took from his alforgas a razor, with which he re- 
moved beard and moustache. During this time the 
Chief had plucked a plant, which grew abundantly in 
the forest. After extracting the juice, Flying Eagle 
helped the Canadian, who had removed all his garments, 
to stain his body and face. Then the Chief drew on his 
cbeet an ayott^ or sacred toT\«>\ae, ajwioxo^waftdliy several 
fantaatic ornaments that \ia3L uoMten^ -^wtY^^ ^^xi5^ 
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them, and wHoh he reproduced on his face. After that, 
he gave the hunter's black hair a white tinge, intended 
to make him look very aged ; for among the Indians the 
hair retains its colour for a long period. He knotted 
his curls on the top of his head, after the fashion of the 
Yumas — the most travelled of the Eedskins — ^and to the 
left of this tuft, to show that it adorned the head of a 
pacific Chie^ he fixed a passagallo feather, instead of a 
scalp lock, as is the custom with the warriors. 

When these preparations were completed, Plying 
Eagle asked the Europeans, who had curiously followed 
the metamorphosis, how they liked their comrade. 

"My word," Brighteye answered, simply, "if I had 
not been present at the transformation, I should not re- 
cognize him ; and, by the way, I remember a singular 
adyentu]:e that occurred to me in 1836. Just imagine — " 

" Well, and what do you say ?" the Indian continued, 
pitilessly cutting the Canadian shorty and turning to Don 
Miguel. 

The latter could not refrain from laughing on looking 
at the hunter. " I consider him hideous ; he bears such 
a resemblance to a Eedskin, that I feel sure he can risk 
it boldly." 

" Och ! the Indians are very clever," the Chief mut- 
tered. " Still, I believe that, disguised thus, if my 
brother is willing thoroughly to represent the character 
he has assumed, he has nothing to fear." 
' " I mean to do it. Still, I would remark. Chief, that 
I do not yet know what part you mean me to play." 

" My brother is a Tlacateotzin — a great medicine man 
of the Yumas." 

" By Jove ! the idea is a good one. In that way I can 
get in anywhere." 

The Comanche bowed wil\i avsmW^. 
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*'I shall be very clumsy, if I do not succeed," the 
hunter continued. '* But as I am a doctor, I must not 
forget to furnish myself with medicaments.'* 

Thereupon Marksman rummaged his alforgas, took out 
of them all that might have compromised him, and only 
left in them a little box of specifics, which he always 
carried about him, — a precious store he had employed 
on many an occasion. He closed the alforgas, threw 
them on his back, and turned to the Chief. 

" I am ready,'* he said to him, 

" Good. Myself and Eglantine will go in front, in 
order to make the road easy for my brother.*' 

The hunter gave a sign of assent. The Indian called 
his wife, and both, after taking leave of the adventurers, 
went off. 

So soon as the Chief was out of sight, the hunter in 
his turn said goodbye to his comrades. It was, perhaps, 
the last time he would see them ; for who could foresee 
the fate reserved for him among these ferocious Indians, 
into whose hands he was about defencelessly to surren- 
der himself ? 

**I will accompany you to the edge of the forest," 
Don Miguel said, " in order fully to understand the 
means I must employ to be able to run up at the first 
signal." ^ 

''Come,'* the hunter said, laconically. 

They went away followed by the eyes of all their 
comrades, who saw Marksman depart with an indescri- 
bable feeling of anxiety and sorrow. The two men 
walked side by side, without exchanging a word. The 
Canadian was plunged in deep thought; Don Miguel 
seemed a prey to an emotion which he could not succeed 
in overcoming. In this way they reached the last trees 
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of the forest. The hunter stopped, " It is here we 
must part/' he said to his companion, 

"That is true," the young man muttered, as he 
looked sadly around. Then he was silent. The Cana- 
dian waited a moment. Seeing, at length, that Don 
Miguel would not speak, he asked him, — " Have you 
anything to say to me ?" 

*' Why do you ask me that question ?" the young 
man asked him, with a start, 

" Because," the hunter answered, '* you have not come 
fio fit^ Don Leo, merely to enjoy my company a little 
longer. You must, I repeat, have something to say to 
me," 

** Yes, it is true," he said, with an effort ; " you have 
guessed it. I wish to speak with you ; hut I know not 
how it is, my throat rises. I cannot find words to ex- 
press my feelings. Oh, if I possessed your experience, 
and your knowledge of Indian language, no other than 
myself, I assure you, Marksman, would have gone to * 
Quiepaa Tani," 

" Yes, it must he so,'* the hunter muttered, speaking 
to himself, rather than answering his friend ; '* and why 
should it not he so ? Love is the sun of youth. All 
love in this world. Why should two handsome and well- 
made heings alone remain insensible to each other and 
not love ? What do you wish me to say to them for 
your" he added quickly. 

** Oh !" the young man exclaimed, " you perceived, 
then, that I loved her ? You are master, then, of the 
secret which I did not dare to confess to myself !" 

" Do not be alarmed about [that, my friend. The 
secret is as safe in my heart as in yours," 

" Alas, my Mend ! the words I jl^'^^ij^aAa ^"s^^Rfc 
her my mouth alone co^\dw\,\ftxV^ ^^^xs^^Sss^?^ 
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thi^m reach ber heart. Say nothing to her, that vfSJtL be 
best ; but you can tell her that I am here, and watckiiig 
oyer her, and that I shall die or die iriU be free sooH in 
her father's arms/' ' 

" I will tell her aU that, my fiiend." 

*' And then,'' he added, braking, by a feverish move- 
ment, a little steel chain round his neck, which held a 
small bag of black velvet, ^^ take idiis amnleti It is all 
that is left to me of my mother," he said, with A sigb'^ 
'' she hung it round my neck on the day of my hittk. 
It is a aaered relic — a piece of the true cross, blesM by 
the^pope ; give it to her, and let her guard it preciously, 
for it has preserved me from many perils. That is all I 
can do for her at this moment. Go, my friend, save 
her, as I am compelled to form silent vows for her dof 
liverance. You love me, Marksman. I will only add 
one word, — ^from the attempt you make at this moment 
my life or death will result. Farewell ! farewell !'* 

Seizing the hunter's hand with a nervous moyemeiit, 
he pressed it forcibly several times, and, tumiBg quickly 
aw^y, not to let his tears be seen, he rushed into the 
forest, where he disappeared, after making a last sign 
with his hand to his friend, who was watching his de- 
parture. After Don Miguel's departure, the Canadian 
stood for a moment a prey to extraordinary sorrow. 
"Poor young man !" he muttered, with a profound sigh, 
** is that the state people are in when they love ?" In 
a moment he overcame the strange emotion which con- 
tracted his heart, and boldly raised his head. " The die 
is cast!" he said. ** Forward 1" Then assuming the 
easy, careless step of an Indian, he proceeded' slowly to 
the plain, while looking inquiringly around hinu 
In the brilliant beams of the sun, whidi had risen 
radiantly f the green plam tti^ "kvixiWc ':^«i ^i»^\s\%^s^- 
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sumed a really enchanting appearance. As on the first 
occasion when he came to this country, all was in motion 
around him. 

The Canadian, who, by the help of his^new exterior, 
was able to examine at his leisure all that • went ' on 
around him, curiously examined the animated scene he 
had before his eyes : but what most fixed his attention, 
was a band of horsemen in their war costume, or ratheD 
paint, armed with those long javelins and barbed spears 
which they wield with such dexterity, and whose 
wounds are so dangerous. Most of them also carried a 
strong rifle and a reata at their girdle, and, marching in 
good order, they advanced at a trot towards the city, 
seeming to come from the opposite direction to that 
which the hunter was following. 

The numerous persons spread over the plain had 
stopped to examine them. Marksman, profiting by this 
circumstance, hurried on to mingle with the crowd, 
among whom, as he hoped, he was speedily lost, no one 
thinking of paying the slightest attention to him. The 
horsemen continued to advance at the same pace, not 
appearing to notice the curiosity they excited. They 
were soon about forty yards from the principal gateway. 
On arriving there they were stopped At the same mo- 
ment, three horsemen galloped out of the city, bounded 
over the drawbridge, and went to meet them. Three 
warriors then left the first party and approached them. 
After a few hastily exchanged words, the six horsemen 
rejoined the detachment, which had remained motionless 
in the rejff, and entered the city with it. Marksman, 
who followed the party closely, neared the gate at the 
very moment the last horseman disappeared in the city. 
The hunter understood that the moment for boldne&& K^d. 
arrived. Assuming the moat catd't^ «a V^ ^"^-siSS^ ^^s^ 
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on, although his heart was ready to burst, he presented 
himself in his turn for admission. He noticed Flying 
Eagle and his squaw standing some distance off, and con- 
versing with an Indian who seemed to hold a certain 
rank. This doubled the bold Canadian's courage ; he 
crossed the bridge undauntedly, and arrived with appa- 
rent stoicism at the gateway. A lance was then levelled 
before him, and barred his passage. At a sign from 
Flying Eagle, the Indian with whom he had been speak- 
ing left him and proceeded toward the gate. He was 
a tall warrior, to whom his iron-grey hair and the nu- 
iherous wrinkles in his face imparted a certain character 
of gentleness, intelligence, and majesty. He said a word 
to the sentry, who was barring the hunter's passage ; he 
raised his lance at once, and fell back a few paces with a 
respectful bow. The old Indian made the Canadian a 
sign to enter. "My brother is welcome in Quiepaa 
Tani," he said gracefully, as he saluted the hunter; 
** my brother has friends here." 

Marksman, owing to the life he had so long led on the 
prairies, spoke several Indian dialects with as much flu- 
ency as his mother-tongue. From the question the Red- 
skin addressed to him, he felt that he was backed up ; 
he therefore assumed the necessary coolness to play his 
part properly, and answered, — " Is my brother a Chief ?'* 

"I am a Chief." 

" Och ! let my brother question me. Ometochtli will 
answer." 

In thus changing his personality, as it were, the hunter 
had been careful to change his name also. After a long 
and barren research, he at length selected that of Ome- 
tochtli, as best adapted to the person he wished to repre- 
sent; for, despite ita apparently formidable look, it 
simply means *' two raXAsto'' a mo^\. m^^'ew^v?^ Tsaxsi^, 
and perfectly coinciding V\\3q. VkeVxmXet'^Ti^^ Ovv^sx^^Xrx . 
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' ** I shall not question my brother," the Chief said, cau- 
tiously. " I know who he is and whence he comes. 
My brother is one of the adepts of the great medicine, 
of the wise nation of the Yumas.*' 

" The Chief is well informed," the hunter remarked. 
*' I see that he has spoken with Flying Eagle." 
" Has my brother left his nation for long ?" 
" It will be seven moons at the first leaves since^I 
put on the mocassins of a hunter." 

** Wah!" the Chief continued, with a certain appear- 
ance of respect ; " where are the hunting grounds of my 
brother's nation situated ?" 

" Near the great shoreless lake." 
"Does my brother intend to practise medicine at 
Quiepaa Tani ?" 

" I have only come here for that purpose, and to wor- 
ship the Wacondah in the magnificent temple which the 
piety of the Indians has raised to him in the holy city." 
" Yery good. My brother is a wise man ; his nation 
is peaceful," he said, as he raised his head, and iSlrew up 
his tall form, proudly. " I am a warrior, and my name 
is Atozac." 

By a strange accident, the first Indian with whom 
Marksman conversed was the same who received Addick, 
and whose wife was selected by the High Priest to serve 
as his interpreter with the maidens. 

" My brother is a great Chief," he replied to the In- 
dian's words. 

The latter bowed with superb modesty on receiving 
this flattering remark. " I am a son of the sacred tribe 
to whom the guardianship of the temple is confided," 
he said. 

" May the Wacondah bless the "Wtte Ciiisr^ Xst^'^^st'i'* 
The Chief was completely xmi^ex ^^ ^«s:^a.\ *^^ 
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hunter's compliments had intoxicated him. " My bro- 
ther, Two Babbits, will follow me. We will join the 
friends who are awaiting us, and then proceed to my caktf 
which will be his during the whole period of his stay in 
Quiepaa Tani." 

Marksman bowed respectfully. " I am not worthy, 
to shake the dust oE my mocassins on the threshold of 
his door." 

'*The Wacondah blesses those who practise hospitality, 
my brother. Two Rabbits is the guest of a Chiefs let 
him follow me, then." 

'*I win follow my brother, since such is his will." 

And, without further resistance, he began walking 
behind the old Chief, charmed in his heart at having 
emerged so well from the first trial. As we said, Flying 
Eagle and Eglantine had stopped a few paces off, and 
they soon found them. All four, without uttering a 
word, proceeded toward the house inhabited by the Chiei^ 
which was situated at the other extremity of the city. 
This long walk allowed the hunter to take a look at tW 
streets which he crossed, and obtain a superficial ac- 
quaintance with Guiepaa Tani. They at length reached 
the Chief's house. Heutotl — the Pigeon — Atozac's 
wife, seated cross-legged on a mat of maize straw, was 
making tortillas, probably intended for her husband's 
dinner. "Not far from her were three Or four female 
slaves, belonging to that bastard race of Indians to which 
we have already alluded, and to which the title of savages 
may be justly applied. When the Chief and his guests 
entered the cabin, the Pigeon and her slaves raised their 
eyes in curiosity. 

" Heutotl," the Chief said, with dignity, '* I bring you 
strangers. The &r&t ia a great and renowned Comanche 
Sachem. You know laim eik^a^^ , ^a-^O^^^ V» %«j5v»:^ * * 
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" Plying Eagle and Eglantine are welcome in the calci 
of Atozac," she answered. 

The Comanche bowed slightly, but did not utter a 
word. 

" This one," the Chief continued, pointing toward the 
hunter, "is a celebrated Tlacateotzin of the Tumas. 
His name is Two Babbits ; he will also dwell with us." 

" The words I addressed to the Sachem of the Coman« 
ohes, I repeat for the great medicine man of the Tumas," 
she said with a gentle smile ; " the Pigeon is his slave." 

" My mother will permit me to kiss her feet," the 
Canadian said, politely. 

" My brother will kiss my face," the Chief's wife re- 
sponded, holding up her cheek to Marksman, who re- 
spectfully touched it with his lips. 

"My brothers will take a draught of pulque," the 
Pigeon continued ; ''the roads are long and dusty, and 
the sunbeams hot." 

** Pulque refreshes the parched throat of travellers," 
Harksman answered. 

The presentation was concluded. The slaves drew up 
butaccas, on which the travellers reclined. Vessels of 
red earth, greatly resembling the Spanish alcaforas, filled 
with pulque, were brought in, and the liquor, poured 
out by the mistress of Ihe house in horn cups, was pre- 
sented by her to the strangers with that charming and 
attentive hospitality of which the Indians alone possess 
the secret. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE FIBBT WALK JJS( THE CUT. 

WmcE pretending to be absorbed in ea%<Kcvi^'a5^ \fi "t^- 
Bpond to the eager politeneBS oi \sia \ift^\., ^^ Cws^^aSij^si. 
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attentively examined the interior of the bouse in whicli 
lie was, in order to form an idea of the other residences 
in the city ; for he justly assumed that all must be built 
almost after the same plan. 

The room in which Atoyac received his guests was a 
large, square apartment, whose whitewashed walls were 
decorated with human scalps, and a row of weapons, 
kept in a state of extreme cleanliness. Jaguar and 
bcelot skins, zarapd, and fressadas were piled up on a 
isort of large chests, in all probability intended to serve 
as beds. Butaccas and other wooden seats, excessively 
low, composed the furniture of the room, in the centre 
of which stood a table rising not more than ten inches 
from the ground. These simple arrangements are found 
almost identical, by-the-way, in almost all Indian eaUis, 
which are usually composed of six rooms. The first is 
the one we have just described ; it is the ordinary living 
room of the family. The second is intended for the 
children ; the third is the sleeping room. The fourth 
contains the looms for weaving zarap^s, which the In- 
dians work with inimitable skill. These looms, made 
of bamboo, are admirable for the simplicity of their 
mechanism. The fifth contains provisions for the rainy 
season, the period when hunting becomes impossible ; 
while the sixth, or leist, is set aside for the slaves. As 
for the kitchen, there is really none, for the food is 
prepared in the corral, that is to say, in the open air. 
Chimneys are equally unknown, and each room is 
warmed by means of large earthen brasiers. The in- 
ternal arrangements of the calli are entrusted to the 
slaves, who work under the immediate superintendence 
of the mistress of the house. These slaves are not all 
savages. The Indiana comi^ktely requite the whites 
£)r the misfortunes they ^ai \3!a^em. "^^sssi^ ^^^\«Svi'^$i. 
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Spaniards, captured in war, or victims to the ambus- 
cades the Eedskins incessantly lay for them, are con- 
demned to the hardest servitude. The fate of these 
unhappy beings is even more sad than that of their 
companions in slavery, for they have no prospect of 
being set at liberty some day ; they must, on the con- 
trary, expect to perish sooner or later, the victims of 
the hatred of their cruel masters, who pitilessly avenge 
on them the numberless annoyances they have them- 
selves endured under the tyrannical and brutalizing 
system of the Spanish Government Hence, imder the 
pressure of this hard captivity a man may truly apply 
to himself the despairing words writ up by the divine 
Dante Alighieri over the gates of his Inferno, Zaseiate 
cgni 8peran%a. 

Atoyac, to whom chance had so providentially guided 
the Canadian, was one of the most respected Sachems of 
the warriors of Quiepaa Tani. In his youth he had 
lived long among the Europeans, and the great ezperi- 
rience he had acquired while traversing countries remote 
from his tribe had expanded his intellect, extinguished 
in him certain caste prejudices, and rendered him more 
sociable and civil than the majority of his countrymen. 
While drinking his pulque in small sips, as the gour- 
mand should do who appreciates at its just value the 
beverage he is imbibing, he conversed with the hunter, 
and gradually, either through the influence of the pulque, 
or the instinctive confidence the Canadian inspired him 
with, he became more communicative. As always hap- 
pens under such circumstances, he b^an with his own 
affairs, and narrated them in their fullest detail to the 
hunter. He told him he was father of four sons, re- 
nowned warriors, whose greatest deUght it tr^s^ ^ Ss^- 
vade the iSpanish territory, butu \Xv^\i^^\«si^^>«B^^^~ 



-328 THE DTDIAir SCOUT, 

fitroy the crops, and carry off prisoners ; next he* related 
f him the travels he had made, and seemed anxious te 
prove to Two Babbits that his courage as a warrior, his 
experience, and military virtues, did not forbid him re- 
cognizing all there was noble and respectable in science ; 
he even insinuated that, although a Sachem, he did not 
disdain, at times, to study simples and investigate the 
secrets of the great medicine, with which the Wacondah, 
in his supreme goodness, had endowed certain chosen 
men for the relief of the whole of humanity. 

Marksman affected to be deeply touched by the con- 
sideration the powerful Sachem, Atoyac, evinced for 
the sacred character with which he was invested, and 
resolved in his heart to profit by his host's good feeling 
toward him to sound him adroitly about what he was 
80 anxious to know, that is, the state in which the 
maidens were, and in what part of the city they were 
shut up. As, however, Indian suspicions can be very 
easily aroused, and it was necessary to employ the great- 
est patience, the hunter did not allow his intentions to 
be in any way divined, and waited patiently. 

The conversation had gradually become general ; 
still, more than an hour had already elapsed, and in 
spite of all his efforts, aided by those of Flying Eagle, 
the hunter had not yet succeeded in approaching the 
subject he had at heart, when an Indian presented him- 
self in the doorway. 

"The Wacondah rejoices," the new comer said, with 
a respectful bow. " I have a message for my father." 

'* My son is welcome," the Chief answered ; *' my ears 
are open." 

" The great council of the Sachems of the nation is 
assembled/* the Indian BBid\ "they only await my 
father Atoyac." 
. '' Wb&t is there new, t\ien>" 



THE FIRST WALK IN THE CITT. 329 

*' Eed Wolf has arrived with his warriors. His heart 
is filled with bitterness. He wishes to speak to the 
council. Addick accompanies him." 

Flying Eagle and the hunter exchanged a glance. 

"Red Wolf and Addick returned!" Atoyac ex- 
claimed, with amazement. ^* That is strange ! What can 
have brought them back so soon, and together, too?" 

** I know not ; but they entered the city hardly an 
hour ago." 

"Did Red Wolf command the warriors who arrived 
this morning ?" 

" Himself. My father could not have seen him when 
he passed by here. What shall I answer the Chief?" 

" That I am coming to the council." 

The Indian bowed and went away. The old man 
rose with ill-concealed agitation, and prepared to go 
out. Flying Eagle stopped him. " My father is 
afifected," he said; "there is a cloud on his mind." 

" Yes," the Chief answered, frankly; '* I am sad." 

"What can trouble my father, then?" 
' " Brother," the old Chief said, bitterly, " many moons 
have passed since the last visit paid by you to Quiepaa 
Tani." 

"Man is only the plaything of circumstances; he 
can never do what he has projected." 

" That is true. Perhaps it would have been better 
for you and for us had you not remained away so long." 

" Often, often I had the desire to come, but a fatality 
always prevented me." 

" Yes, it must be so ; were it not for that, we should 
have seen you. Many things that have happened, would 
not have occurred." 

"What do you mean?" 
'It would be too long to ex^\«M!L Vi l^^i, vaSiA.V^^'^ 
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no time to do so at this moment; I must proceed to the 
conneil, where I am awaited. Suffice it for you to 
know, that for some time an evil genius has breathed a 
spirit of discord among the Sachems of the great ooun- 
dL Two men have succeeded in obtaining a dangerous 
influence oyer the deliberations, and forcing their ideas 
and wishes upon all the chiefs." 

'' And these men, who are they ?" 

" You know them only too well." 

*^ But what are their names F" 

"EedWolf andAddick." 

"Wah!" Flying Eagle said. "Take care; the am- 
bition of those men may, if you do not pay attention, 
bring great misfortunes on your heads." 
' "I know it; but can I prevent it? am I, alone, 
strong enough to combat their influence, and cause the 
propositions to be rejected which they impose on the 
council ?" 

**That is true," the Comanche answered, thought- 
fully ; '* but how to prevent it ?" 

" There would be a way, perhaps," Atoyac said, in an 
insinuating voice, after a short silence. 

"What?" 

" It is very simple. Flying Eagle is one of the first 
and most renowned Sachems of his nation." 

"Well?" 

*' As such, he has a right, I believe, to sit in the 
council ?" 

"He has." 

" Why does not he go there, then ?" 

. flying Eagle turned an inquiring glance on th^ hunter, 

-'irlio was listening to this conversation with an apathetic 

*,Jkee^ ikough his heart was ready to burst ; for he guessed, 

•^4 tpBtieB of preeentimeuty ^kaX m \)^ ^^^)ax^^ ^^<^- 
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tions of the highest importance to him would be dis- 
cussed. From the Chief's dumb inquiry he understood 
that if he remained longer a stranger to the discussion, 
he would appear, in his host's eyes, to display an in- 
difference toward the welfare of the city, which the 
latter might take in ill part. '^ Were I so great a Chief 
as Elying Eagle," he said, " I should not hesitate to 
present myself at the council. Here, the interests of 
one nation or the other are not discussed; but vital 
questions often arise, affecting the welfare of the red 
race generally. To abstain, under such circumstances, 
would, in my opinion, be giving the enemies of order 
and tranquillity in the city a proof of weakness, by 
which they would, doubtless, profit to insure the success 
of their anarchical projects." 

**Do you believe so ?" Flying Eagle remarked, with 
feigned hesitation. 

" My brother. Two Babbits, has spoken well," Atoyac 
said, eagerly. " He is a wise man. My brother must 
follow his advice, and with the more reason, because 
his presence here is known to everybody, and his absence 
from the council would certainly produce a very evil 
eflEect." 

"As it is so," the Comanche answered, " I can no 
longer resist your wish; I am ready to follow you." 

"Yes," the hunter added, meaningly, "go to the 
council ; perhaps your unexpected presence will suffice 
to overthrow certain projects, and prevent great mis- 
fortunes." 

" I will behave in such a manner as to overawe our 
enemies," the Comanche answered, evasively, who, 
while feigning to address these words to his host, really 
intended th^m for the hunter, 

''Let ua go," said Atoyac. 



332 THE IKDIAK SC0T7T. 

Flying Eagle bowed silently, and went forth. 

The hunter remained alone in the calli with the two 
women. The Pigeon, during the previous conversation, 
had been busy talking in a low voice with Eglantine. 
Almost immediately after the departure of the two war- 
riors, the woman rose and prepared to go out. Eglan- 
tine, without saying a word, laid her finger on her lip, 
and looked at the hunter. He wrapped himself in his 
buffalo robe, and addressed Atoyac's wife, 

"I do not wish to trouble my sister," he said. 
" While the chiefs are in council, I will take a walk, 
and examine, with greater attention, the magnificent 
Temple, of which I only had a glimpse on coming here.*' 

"My father is right," she answered ; " the more so, 
as Eglantine and myself have also to go out, and wo 
should have been compelled to leave my father alone in 
the calli" 

Eglantine smiled softly as she nodded to the hunter. 

The latter, suspecting that Flying Eagle's squaw had 
discovered the retreat of the maidens during the con- 
versation with her friend, and that the desire she evinced 
to get rid of him had no other design but to obtain 
more ample information about them, made not the slight- 
est objection, and walked slowly out of the calli, with 
all the majesty and importance of the wise personage he 
represented. Besides, the Canadian was not sorry to be 
alone for a little while, that he might reflect on the 
means he should employ to approach the two maidens, 
which it seemed to him by no means easy to manage. 
On the other hand, he intended to employ the liberty left 
him in taking a turn round the city, and obtaining all 
the topographical knowledge he needed, Not knowing 
In what way his stay in the city would terminate, and 
Jiow be fiiould leave it again, "h^, «i\. ^ ti^^, ^"ox^lxiSs.'^ 
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studied the plan of the streets and buildings, from the 
double point of view of an attack or an escape. 

The hunter had assumed such a mask of placidity and 
indifference ; his questions were asked with so noncha- 
lant an air, that not one of those he addressed dreamed 
for a moment of suspecting him ; and, as always hap- 
pens, he succeeded in obtaining — thanks to his skill — 
remarkably precious details about the weak points in the 
city, — how it was possible to enter and leave it after the 
cloging of the gates, and other equally yaluable infor- 
matioDy which the hunter carefully classified in his mind, 
and which he resolved to put to good use when the 
moment arrived. 

In Quiepaa Tani there are a good many unoccupied 
persons, who spend their lives in wandering about, a 
prey to an incurable ennui. It was with these people 
that the hunter formed an acquaintance during his 
lengthened walk round the city, listening with the 
greatest patience to their prolix and tedious narrations, 
when, certain of having drawn from them aU he could, 
he left them, to begin the same scheme a little further 
on with others. 

Marksman remained away for three hours. When he 
returned to the calli, Atoyac and Plying Eagle had not 
come back ; but the two women, seated on mats, were 
conversing with a certain degree of animation. 

On seeing him, Eglantine gave him an intelligent 
glance. The hunter fell back on a butacca, drew out 
his pipe, and began smoking. After exchanging a dumb 
bow with the pretended medicine man^ the women again 
resumed their palaver. 

** So," Eglantine said, " the prisoners taken from the 
whites are brought here !" 

'^Yes/' the Pigeon anBweiei. 
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Flying Eagle bowed silently, and went forth. 

The hunter remained alone in the calli with the two 
women. The Pigeon, during the previous conversation, 
had been busy talking in a low voice with Eglantine. 
Almost immediately after the departure of the two war- 
riorSy the woman rose and prepared to go out. Eglan<« 
tine, without saying a word, laid her finger on her lip, 
and looked at the hunter. He wrapped himself in his 
buffalo robe, and addressed Atoyac's wife, 

''I do not wish to trouble my sister," he said. 
" While the chiefs are in council, I will take a walk, 
and examine, with greater attention, the magnificent 
Temple, of which I only had a glimpse on coming here.*' 

"My father is right," she answered ; ** the more so, 
as Eglantine and myself have also to go out, and wo 
should have been compelled to leave my father alone ia 
the calli J^ 

Eglantine smiled softly as she nodded to the hunter. 

The latter, suspectiug that Flying Eagle's squaw had 
discovered the retreat of the maidens during the con- 
versation with her friend, and that the desire she evinced 
to get rid of him had no other design but to obtain 
more ample information about them, made not the slight- 
est objection, and walked slowly out of the calli, with 
all the majesty and importance of the wise personage he 
represented. Besides, the Canadian was not sorry to be 
alone for a little while, that he might reflect on the 
means he should employ to approach the two maidens, 
which it seemed to him by no means easy to manage. 
On the other hand, he intended to employ the liberty left 
him in taking a turn round the city, and obtaining all 
the topographical knowledge he needed. Not knowing 
in what way his stay in the city would terminate, and 
Mow he fihould leave it again, \ve, «i\. ^ ti^^, ^"bsl^IxJ^^ 
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studied the plan of the streets and buildings, from the 
double point of view of an attack or an escape. 

The hunter had assumed such a mask of placidity and 
indifference ; his questions were asked with so noncha- 
lant an air, that not one of those he addressed dreamed 
for a moment of suspecting him ; and, as always hap- 
pens, he succeeded in obtaining — thanks to his skill — 
remarkably precious details about the weak points in the 
city, — how it was possible to enter and leave it after the 
closing of the gates, and other equally valuable infor- 
matioD, which the hunter carefully classified in his mind, 
and which he resolved to put to good use when the 
moment arrived. 

In Quiepaa Tani there are a good many unoccupied 
persons, who spend their lives in wandering about, a 
prey to an incurable ennui. It was with these people 
that the hunter formed an acquaintance during his 
lengthened walk round the city, listening with the 
greatest patience to their prolix and tedious narrations, 
when, certain of having drawn from them all he could, 
he left them, to begin the same scheme a little further 
on with others. 

Marksman remained away for three hours. When he 
returned to the calli, Atoyac and Plying Eagle had not 
come back ; but the two women, seated on mats, were 
conversing with a certain degree of animation. 

On seeing him, Eglantine gave him an intelligent 
glance. The hunter fell back on a butacca, drew out 
his pipe, and began smoking. After exchanging a dumb 
bow with the pretended medicine man^ the women again 
resumed their palaver. 

** So," Eglantine said, " the prisoners taken from the 
whites are brought here !" 

'^Yes/' the Pigeon aiiBYreie&. 
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riying Eagle bowed silently, and went forth. 

The hunter remained alone in the calU with the two 
women. The Pigeon, during the previous conversation, 
had been busy talking in a low voice with Eglantine. 
Almost immediately after the departure of the two war- 
riors, the woman rose and prepared to go out. Eglan- 
tine, without saying a word, laid her finger on her lip, 
and looked at the hunter. He wrapped himself in his 
buffalo robe, and addressed Atoyac's wife, 

''I do not wish to trouble my sister," he said. 
" While the chiefs are in council, I will take a walk, 
and examine, with greater attention, the magnificent 
Temple, of which I only had a glimpse on coming here.*' 

"My father is right," she answered ; ** the more so, 
as Eglantine and myself have also to go out, and wo 
should have been compelled to leave my father alone ia 
the calli.^^ 

Eglantine smiled softly as she nodded to the hunter. 

The latter, suspecting that Elying Eagle's squaw had 
discovered the retreat of the maidens during the con- 
versation with her friend, and that the desire she evinced 
to get rid of him had no other design but to obtain 
more ample information about them, made not the slight- 
est objection, and walked slowly out of the calU, with 
all the majesty and importance of the wise personage he 
represented. Besides, the Canadian was not sorry to be 
alone for a little while, that he might reflect on the 
means he should employ to approach the two maidens, 
which it seemed to him by no means easy to manage. 
On the other hand, he intended to employ the liberty left 
him in taking a turn round the city, and obtaining all 
the topographical knowledge he needed. Not knowing 
in what way his stay in the city would terminate, and 
Jiow be fiiould leave it again, "he, «i\. ^\ fi^^, ^•Kt^lxiSs.'^ 
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studied the plan of the streets and huildings, from the 
double point of view of an attack or an escape. 

The hunter had assumed such a mask of placidity and 
indifference ; his questions were asked with so noncha- 
lant an air, that not one of those he addressed dreamed 
for a moment of suspecting him ; and, as always hap- 
pens, he succeeded in obtaining — thanks to his skill — 
remarkably precious details about the weak points in the 
city, — how it was possible to enter and leave it after the 
cloging of the gates, and other equally valuable infor- 
mation, which the hunter carefully classified in his mind, 
and which he resolved to put to good use when the 
moment arrived. 

In Quiepaa Tani there are a good many unoccupied 
persons, who spend their lives in wandering about, a 
prey to an incurable ennui. It was with these people 
that the hunter formed an acquaintance during his 
lengthened walk round the city, listening with the 
greatest patience to their prolix and tedious narrations, 
when, certain of having drawn from them all he could, 
he left them, to begin the same scheme a little further 
on with others. 

Marksman remained away for three hours. When he 
returned to the ealli, Atoyac and Flying Eagle had not 
come back ; but the two women, seated on mats, were 
conversing with a certain degree of animation. 

On seeing him, Eglantine gave him an intelligent 
glance. The hunter fell back on a butacca, drew out 
his pipe, and began smoking. After exchanging a dumb 
bow with the pretended medicine man, the women again 
resumed their palaver. 

'* So," Eglantine said, " the prisoners taken from the 
whites are brought here !" 

"Yes/' the Pigeon anBweiei. 
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Flying Eagle bowed silently, and went forth. 

The hunter remained alone in the calU with the two 
women. The Pigeon, during the previous conversation, 
had been busy talking in a low voice with Eglantine. 
Almost immediately after the departure of the two war- 
riors, the woman rose and prepared to go out. Eglan* 
tine, without saying a word, laid her finger on her lip, 
and looked at the hunter. He wrapped himself in his 
buffalo robe, and addressed Atoyac's wife. 

'*I do not wish to trouble my sister," he said. 
" While the chiefs are in council, I will take a walk, 
and examine, with greater attention, the magnificent 
Temple, of which I only had a glimpse on coming here.*' 

"My father is right," she answered; ** the more so, 
as Eglantine and myself have also to go out, and we 
should have been compelled to leave my father alone in 
the calli.^^ 

Eglantine smiled softly as she nodded to the hunter. 

The latter, suspecting that Flying Eagle's squaw had 
discovered the retreat of the maidens during the con- 
versation with her friend, and that the desire she evinced 
to get rid of him had no other design but to obtain 
more ample information about them, made not the slight- 
est objection, and walked slowly out of the calli, with 
all the majesty and importance of the wise personage he 
represented. Besides, the Canadian was not sorry to be 
alone for a little while, that he might reflect on the 
means he should employ to approach the two maidens, 
which it seemed to him by no means easy to manage. 
On the other hand, he intended to employ the liberty left 
him in taking a turn round the city, and obtaining all 
the topographical knowledge he needed. Not knowing 
in what way his stay in the city would terminate, and 
how be should leave it again, Ve, ^\. ^ fv^^, ^i-sa^lxi^^ 
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studied the plan of the streets and buildings, from the 
double point of view of an attack or an escape. 

The hunter had assumed such a mask of placidity and 
indifference ; his questions were asked with so noncha- 
lant an air, that not one of those he addressed dreamed 
for a moment of suspecting him ; and, as always hap- 
pens, he succeeded in obtaining — thanks to his skill — 
remarkably precious details about the weak points in the 
city, — how it was possible to enter and leave it after the 
closing of the gates, and other equally yaluable infor- 
mation, which the hunter carefully classified in his mind, 
and which he resolved to put to good use when the 
moment arrived. 

In Quiepaa Tani there are a good many unoccupied 
persons, who spend their lives in wandering about, a 
prey to an incurable ennui. It was with these people 
that the hunter formed an acquaintance during his 
lengthened walk round the city, listening with the 
greatest patience to their prolix and tedious narrations, 
when, certain of having drawn from them all he could, 
he left them, to begin the same scheme a little further 
on with others. 

Marksman remained away for three hours. When he 
returned to the calli, Atoyac and Plying Eagle had not 
come back ; but the two women, seated on mats, were 
conversing with a certain degree of animation. 

On seeing him, Eglantine gave him an intelligent 
glance. The hunter fell back on a butacca, drew out 
his pipe, and began smoking. After exchanging a dumb 
bow with the pretended medicine man^ the women again 
resumed their palaver. 

" So," Eglantine said, " the prisoners taken from the 
whites are brought here !" 

" Yes/' the Pigeon aiiBYreie&. 
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" That Barprises me," the young woman continued ; 
** for it would be only necessary for one of them to es- 
cape, and the exact situation of the city would be re- 
vealed to the Gachupinos, who would soon appear in the 
place." 

" That is true ; but my sister is ignorant that no one 
escapes from Quiepaa Tani/' 

Eglantine bowed her head with an air of doubt. 

" Och !" she said, " the whites are very crafty ; still, 
it is certain that the two young Pale maidens we have 
just seen will not escape,— they are too well guarded 
for that. I do not know why, but I feel a great pify 
for them." 

*' It is the same with me, poor children ! So yovmg, 
so gentle, so pretty ; separated eternally from all those 
who are dear to them. Their fate is frightful !" 

** Oh, very frightful ! But what is to be done ? They 
belong to Addick ; that Chief will never consent to re- 
store them to liberty." 

" We will go and see them again, shall we not, my 
sister ?" 

'* To-morrow, if you will." 

" Thanks ; that will render us very happy^ I assure 
you." 

The last words especially struck the hunter. At the 
sudden revelation made to him, Marksman felt such an 
emotion, that he needed all his strength and self-com- 
mand to prevent the Pigeon noticing his conftision. ^ 

At this moment Atoyac and Flying Eagle appeared. 
Their features were animated, and they seemed in a state 
of rage, the more terrible, because it was suppressed. 

Atoyac walked straight to the hunter, who had risen 

to receive him. On noticing the animation depicted on 

the Indian's face, MaTksm^aTLt\io\i^\,\5ck«i\.V^V«.\'^\i\^^ 
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discovered something concerning himself, and it was 
not without some suspicion that he awaited the com- 
munication his host seemed anxious to make to him.' 

''Is my father really an adept of the great medi- 
cine ?" Atoyac asked, fixing a searching glance on him. 

'* Did I not tell my brother so ?" the hunter answered, 
who began to feel himself seriously tiireatened, and 
looked inquiringly at Flying Eagle. The latter smiled. 

The Canadian reassured himself a little ; it was plain 
that, if he saw any danger, the Comanche would not 
be so calm. 

**Let my brother come with me, then, and bring 
with him the instruments of his art," Atoyac exclaimed. 

It would not have been prudent to decline this invi- 
tation, though rather roughly given ; besides, nothing 
proved to him that his host entertained evil designs 
against him. The hunter, therefore, accepted. "Let 
my brother walk in front ; I will follow him,'* he con- 
tented himself with answering. 

^' Does my brother speak the tongue of the barbarous 
Gachupinos ?*' 

*^ My nation lives near the boundless Salt Lake. The 
Palefaces are our neighbours ; I understand, and speak 
slightly, the tongue they employ.** 

"AU the better." 

" Have I to cure a Paleface ?" the Canadian inquired, 
anxious to know what was wanted of him. 

" No,'* Atoyac replied. ** One of the great Apache 
chiefs brought hither, some moons back, two women of 
the PalefiEices. They are ill ; the evil spirit has entered 
into them, and at this moment Death is spreading his 
wings over the couch on which they repose." 

Marksman shuddered at these unexyectodw \l<s7^^\ \sss^ 
heart almost broke ; an iavoVxatds^ \x«Bft5st \»8»ft^ ^'^^ 
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his limbs ; he required a superhuman effort to over- 
come the deep emotion he felt, and to reply to Atoyac, 
in a calm voice — " I am at my brother's orders, as my 
duty commands." 
• "Let us go, then,'* the Indian answered. 
Marksmaji took his box of medicaments, placed it 
cautiously under his arm, left the calli at the heels of 
the Sachem, and both proceeded' hastily towards the 
palace of the Vestals, accompanied, or, more correctly 
speaking, watched at a distance, by Flying Eagle, who 
followed in their footsteps, not once letting them out of 
sight. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

EXPLANATOET. 

We are now compelled to go back a little way, in order 
to clear up certain facts which necessarily remained in 
the shade, and which it is urgent for the reader to know. 

We have related how Don Estevan, Addick, and Red 
Wolf easily came to an understandicg, in order to ob- 
tain a common vengeance. But, as generally happens 
in all treaties, each having begun by stipulating for his 
private advantage, it fell out that Don Estevan was 
about to reap the least profit from the partnership. 

Few whites can rival the Redskins in craft and di- 
plomacy. The Indians, like all conquered peoples, 
bowed so long beneath a brutalizing yoke, retained only 
one weapon, which is often deadly, however, by means 
of which they contend most with success against their 
fortunate adversaries. This weapon is cunning — the 
arm of cowards and the weak, the defence of slaves 
agaiDBt their masters, 
jf'lie conditions offered \j(y \5iie Wq \i^^\^xi ^Stt^t^Jl^ \*i 
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Don Estevan were clear and precise. The Chiefs, by 
means of the warriors they had at their disposal, would 
help the Mexican in seizing and avenging himself on 
his enemies, inflicting on them any punishment he 
thought proper ; in r^m, Eon Estevan would make 
over his niece and the other maiden, now prisoners at 
C^uiepaa Tani, to the Chiefs, who would do to them 
what they pleased, Don Estevan giving up all right of 
interference with them. These conditions being well and 
duly defined, the Indian Chiefs set to work in fulfilling 
the clauses of the treaty as quickly as possible. 

Eed Wolf had a hatred for the two himters and Don 
Miguel, which was the more inveterate^ because he had 
been conquered in the various encounters he bad with 
the three men. He, therefore, eagerly seized the op- 
portunity that offered to take his revenge, believing 
certain this time of repaying his abhorred enemies all 
the humiliation they had inflicted on him, and the ill 
they had done him. 

In less than four days, Addick and Eed Wolf suc- 
ceeded in collecting a band of nearly one hundred and 
fifty picked warriors — obstinate enemies for the whites, 
and to whom the coming expedition was a real party of 
pleasure. When Don Estevan saw himself at the head 
. of so large and resolute a band, his heart dilated with 
joy, and he felt himself ensured of success ; for what 
could Don Miguel attempt with the few men he had at 
his disposal ?^ 

The road was long, almost impracticable. To reach 
Quiepaa Tani, it was necessary to cross abrupt moun- 
tains, virgin forests, and immense deserts ; and even 
supposing the Gtimbusinos succeeded in overcoming 
these seemingly insurmountable difficuldea, •vk\5^^^'^^s^ 
arrived before the city, whiat <iOu\^ \)a&i ^^"^^ ^vs^^ 
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they, scarce thirty at mosty attempt to take by assault 
a city of nearly 20,000 souls, defended by strong walls, 
surrounded by a wide moat, and containing 3,000 
picked men, the most renowned warriors of all the In- 
dian nations, specially entrusted with the defence of the 
sacred city, and who would, without any hesitation, fall 
to the last man, sooner than surrender ? Such a sup- 
position was absurd ; hence Don Estevan dismissed it 
so soon as it occurred to him. 

The first care of the Indian Chiefs was to learn in 
what direction their enemies were. Unfortunately for 
the Eedskins, the arrangements made by the hunters 
were so adroit, that they were compelled to follow their 
enemy on three different trails, and break up their war 
party, if they wished to watch the Gambusinos on all 
sides. This was the first occasion of a dissension be- 
tween the three associates. Addick and Eed Wolf, 
when the question of a separation arose, naturally 
wished each to take the command of a body, an arrange- 
ment which displeased Don Estevan, and to which he 
would not at all consent, remarking, with some degree 
of justice, that in the affair they had in hand every- 
thing depended on the Chiefs ; that the warriors had 
nothing to do but watch the movements of their enemy, 
while they, the Chiefs, must remain together, in order 
to arrange the necessary combinations in their plans, 
and be enabled to act with vigour when the occasion 
presented itself. The truth was, that Don Estevan, 
forced by circumstances into an alliance with the two 
Sachems, had not the slightest confidence in his honour- 
able associates. He despised them as much as he was 
despised by them, and felt certain that, if he allowed 
them to leave him, under any pretence, he should never 
see them again ; that ttiey 'woxvV^ ^e^^x\, \l\\si qvv ^k'^i 
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prairie, remorselessly leaving him to get out of the di- 
lemma in the best way he could. The Indians perfectly 
understood their partner's thoughts, but, far too cun- 
ning to let him see they had read them, they pretended 
to admit the reasons he gave them, and recognize their 
correctness. The Chiefs, therefore, remained together 
and pushed on, only accompanied by twenty men, and 
having divided the others into two bands, to watch the 
Gambusinos. 

Don Estevan was eager to reach Quiepaa Tani, in or- 
der to remove the maidens from the city, and have them 
in his hands, in order, by their presence, to stimulate 
the ardour of his allies. They set out. A singular 
thing then happened. Six detachments of warriors 
wqre following each other's trail for more than a 
month, each marching in the footsteps of the previous 
one, and not suspecting that it was in its turn followed 
by another. Matters went on thus without leading to 
any encounter until the night when Domingo disappeared 
in the virgin forest. This is how it happened. Marks- 
man had well judged the Gambusino, when suspecting 
him to be capable of treachery. That is why he re- 
quested he should be left with him, that he might watch 
him with greater care. Unfortunately, since the depar- 
ture from the ford of the Eubio, in spite of the inces- 
sant watchfulness kept up by Marksman, he had never 
detected in the Gambusino the slightest doubtful move- 
ment which would corroborate his suspicions, or convert 
them into certainty. Domingo did his duty with appa- 
rent honesty and frankness. "When they reached the 
bivouac, the little arrangements for the night were made ; 
and the meal over, the Gambusino was one of the first 
to roll himself in his zarape, lie do^wii, «xA %^ \si ^^^-s^ 
£rom alleged weariness. In bViot^ » \)ii^ \i^^^^\. \s^'«s^'8y.'^^ 
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to behave so cleyerly, and to mask his basenesSi that the 
hunter, clever as he was, was taken in. Gradually his 
vigilance relaxed, his distrust went to sleep, and, though 
not reckoning greatly on the Gambusino's fidelity, he 
ceased looking after him incessantly, as he did during 
the first days. And then they had covered a great deal 
of ground during the past month ; the hunters were in 
a completely unknown country : hence it was not pre- 
sumable that the Gambusino, almost new to desert life, 
would venture to desert the people with whom he was, 
and risk wandering alone in the desert, where he 
would have every chance of dying of hunger in a few 
days. This merely proved one fact, that Marksman, in 
spite of all his cleverness, did not know the man with 
whom he had to deal, and did not suspect the tenacity 
of purpose which forms the backbone of the Mexican 
character. 

Domingo hated the hunter because he had unmasked 
him, and with the patience that ckaracterizes the race 
to which he belonged, he awaited the opportunity for 
vengeance, feeling certain, by the force of events, that 
it must present itself from one day to the other. In the 
meanwhile, he looked and listened. The hunters did 
not hesitate to speak before him, for the reason that 
Marksman would, in that case, have been obliged to tell 
his companions the suspicions he entertained of the Gam- 
busino, a thing that his innate loyalty prevented him 
doing. Thus Domingo had profited by the opportunity 
to learn all the details of the expedition of which he was 
an involuntary member — details he intended to tell as 
clearly as possible to the person they interested most, bo 
soon as chance brought them together. 

On the evening when Marksman discovered that trail 
which troubled him bo greaU7,liQiDATi%^,VcSi^i^'t^^\i% 
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about on his own account, found something which he 
carefully avoided showing his comrades. It was no other 
than a tobacco pouch of small dimensions, richly orna- 
mented with gold embroidery, such as rich Mexicans 
usually carry, Domingo very well recollected having 
seen it in Don Estevan's hand. The pouch must, ihen, 
have been lost by him. For the present he hid it in 
his bosom, intending to examine it more at his leisure, 
when he did not fear any surprise from his companions. 

Flying Eagle followed the trail, as we have seen, and 
his Mends/ after lighting the fire, preparing the meal, 
and eating a few mouthfuls, waited his return. 

The day had been &tiguing ; the Indian's return was 
deferred ; Marksman and Don Mariano, after conversing 
for a long time, felt their eyelids weighed down and 
gently close ; in short, they yielded to their fatigue, lay 
down, and were soon buried in a deep sleep. As for 
Domingo, he had been sleeping for an hour, as if he 
never intended to wake again. A singular thing hap- 
pened, however. Don Mariano and Marksman had scarce 
closed their eyes, ere the Gambusino opened his eyes, 
and that so freshly, that everything led to the belief that 
he had not been to sleep at all, and never felt more wake- 
ful than at the present moment. He looked suspiciously 
around, and remained for some time motionless ; but, 
after a few moments, reassured by the gentle and regular 
breathing of his companions, he sat up gently. He hesi- 
tated for several moments, but then took the tobacco 
pouch from the place where he 'had concealed it, and 
examined it with the closest attention. This pouch had 
scarcely anything to distinguish it from others ; but one 
circumstance struck the hunter : the pouch was nearly 
half full of tobacco, and that tobacco was fresh. Hen<^ 
it could not have been long \o^\,\s^ "^oji^'Si^^w^— '^'^^ 
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li9urB, at the most. If that were so, as there was every- 
neason to assume, Don Estevan could not be far off, and 
must be a leaguoi or at the most two, from their bivouac. 
This reasoning was logical ; hence the Gambusino drew 
from it the conclusion that the opportunity he had beea 
waiting for so long had at length arrived, and he must 
seize it at all risks. This conclusion once. admitted, the 
rest can be easily understood. The Gambusino rose, 
glided like a snake into the imderwood, and went off in 
search of Don Estevan. 

Accident is the master of the world ; it regulates mat- 
ters at its. will ; its combinations are at times so strange, 
that it seems to take a malignant pleasure in making the 
most odious plans succeed, contrary to all expectations. 
This is what happened in the present case. The Gam- 
busino had not been wandering about the forest for more 
than hour, groping his way as well as he could in the 
dark, which enwrapped him like a shroud, when he ar- 
rived, at the moment he least expected it, in ..sight of a 
fire lighted on the extreme verge of the forest. , He wialked 
at once towards the briUiant fiame he had noticed, in- 
stinctively persuaded that near the hrasero which served 
him as a beacon he should find the man he was looking 
for. His presentiments had not deceived hijn. The 
camp, towards which he was proceeding, was really that 
of Don Estevan and his allies, who, we must allow, did 
not believe themselves so near their enemies. Had they 
done so, they would have indubitably employed all the 
precautions usual in the desert to conceal their presence. 

The sudden appearance of the Gambusino in the circle 

illumined by the fire was a perfect tableau. The Indians 

and Don Estevan himself were so far from expecting the 

man's arrival, that there was a moment of fearful con- 

faaion, during which the Gambxxsuio ^aa ^^\a^^,\h:aQr^Ti 



IXPLAKATOET. 343 

down, and bounds ere he had time to utter a syllable in 
his defence. The warriors seized their arms, and scat- 
tered about the neighbourhood, in order to assure them- 
selves that the man who had so suddenly come among 
them was alone, and they had nothing to fear. 

At length* the alarm gradually cooled down; they 
felt easier, and thought about questioning the prisoner. 
This was what the latter desired, and which he earnestly 
requested, ever since he had been so roughly pounced 
on. He was led into the presence of the three Chiefs, 
and at once recognised by Don Estevan. ^' Eh !" the 
latter said, with a grin. "It is my worthy friend, 
Domingo. What on earth brings you here, my fine 
feUow?" 

** You shall learn, for I have merely come to do you 
a service," the bandit answered, with his usual effirontery. 
" I should be obliged, though, by your having me untied 
if it is possible. These cords cut into my flesh, and 
cause me such suffering, that I shall be unable to utter 
a word until I have got rid of them." 

When the bandit's request had been accomplished, he 
told all he had heard in the fullest detail, without any 
pressing. The revelations of the Gambusino caused his 
hearers considerable reflection, and they next asked 
how he knew that they were so near ? Domingo com- 
pleted his story by stating how he had found the to- 
bacco pouch, and how, after his two companions, Marks- 
man and Don Mariano, fell asleep, he left them to go in 
search of Don Estevan. 

In the Gambusino's story one thing especially struck 
Don Estevan, and that was, that two of his greatest 
€nemies were a few paces from him, and alone. He at 
once leaned over to Red Wolf, and whiskered a. €<5.'^ 
words, to which the otiiet ies^wi^«&^V3 %.i\sM^\iBt^sssSs&- 
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Ten minutes later, the fire was extinguished. The 
Apaches, armed to the teeth, under the guidance of 
Domingo, glided into the forest, and proceeded toward 
tiie spot where the hunter and the gentleman were tran* 
quilly reposing, not suspecting the terrible danger that 
menaced them, and the treachery to which they were 
the victims. 

We have seen how the Indian's enterprise failed, and 
in what way the wretched Domingo received the chas- 
tisement for his crime. Unfortunately, he had found 
time to speak, and his words had been carefully gar- 
nered. When the Apaches recognized that they had to 
do with a stronger party than they expected, and the 
men they wished to surprise were on their guard, they 
withdrew in all haste, in order to deliberate on the 
measures they must take to get before their enemies, 
and foil their plans. The discussion, contrary to Indian 
habit, was not long. In spite of the night, whose dense 
mantle still covered the grqund, they mounted their 
horses, and proceeded as speedily as possible toward 
Quiepaa Tani, in order to enter the city first, and have 
time to call on their Mends to help them in the impend- 
'• ing contest. 

In spite of all his objections, Don Estevan was left 
behind, concealed with some warriors on the outskirts 
of the forest. The Chiefs, with all their influence, not 
daring openly to infringe the Indian laws by introducing 
into the city a Paleface other than a prisoner, Don Este- 
van was compelled to await their return with resigna- 
tion. But if the Indians had lost no time, the hunters, 
on their side, had so well profited by it, that, as we 
have seen, Marksman, disguised as a Yuma medicine 
man, entered Quiepaa Tani simultaneously with them. 
While Bed Wolf made aU ftie ^x^^«x»^iwi^iQ't^^Ti.- 
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vening the great council of the Chiefs, Addick left him, 
and proceeded to the house of his friend, Cheuch Coatl 
(Eight Serpents), the Amantzin, or High Priest. But 
the latter, on hearing of the young Chief's return, had 
shut himself up with the Pigeon, who, accompanied hy 
Eglantine, had come to pay him a visit. The Amantzin 
advised her of Addick's return — which she knew al- 
ready — and recommended her to maintain silence as to 
the active part she had played in the attempted con- 
version of the maidens. The Pigeon, whom Eglantine 
had taught her lesson, promised to remain dumb. She 
had told the High Priest of the presence in Quiepaa 
Tani of a great Yuma medicine man, whose knowledge 
might be useful in restoring the health of Addick's pri- 
soners. The Amantzin thanked the Indian woman, 
telHng her he should probably see Atozao at the coun- 
cil, and would not fail to ask him to lead Two Babbits 
to him. Feeling considerably calmer, the Amantzin 
dismissed the women, and proceeded to Addick, being 
well prepared to receive him* At the first words the 
young Chief uttered, referring to his great desire to see 
his two prisoners as soon as possible, the old man re- 
plied that, in order to be able to watch over them more 
effectually, and remove them from the oppressive curi- 
osity of the idlers of the city, who troubled him with 
their continual visits, he had been compelled to transfer 
them to the Palace of the Yirgins of the Sun, until they 
could be returned to their legitimate owner. Addick 
thanked his friend most warmly for the care he had 
taken in performing the commission entrusted to him — 
thanks which the Chief Priest received with hypocri- 
tical modesty, while regarding the young Chief with a 
crafty look, which caused bim t» ia^ ^sjcL^ysvs&stVsS^iSi- 
Hence, without ftirther \>eatixig xoxnA \5cl^\w^>'^^^'^" 
Bolved on settling the matter at onee. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

COJrTEESATIOJTAL. 

The two men stood for a moment silently face to face, 
devoaring each other with tlieir glances, with frowning 
brows and compressed lips, like two duellists on the 
point of crossing swords ; and, in tmth, they were about 
to engage in a duel, the more terrible because the only 
weapons they could employ were cunning and dissimu- 
lation. 

The power of the Indian priests is immense ; it is the 
more terrible, because it is uncontrolled, and only de- 
pends on the deity they invoke, and whom they compel 
to interfere in all circumstances when they have need 
of his support, l^o people are so superstitious as the 
Redskins. With them religion is entirely physical, 
they are completely ignorant of dogmas, and prefer 
blindly believing the absurdities their diviners lay before 
them, rather than give themselves the trouble of re- 
flecting on mysteries which they do not understand, and 
which, in their hearts, they care little for. 

We have said that the High Priest of Quiepaa Tani 
was a man of lofty intellect, constantly residing in the 
city, possessing the secrets, and, consequently, the con- 
fidence of most families ; he had built up his popularity 
on a solid and almost immovable basis. Addick was 
aware of this. On several occasions he had been obliged 
to have recourse to the occult powers of the soothsayer, 
and, therefore, perfectly comprehended the unpleasant 
consequences which would result to him from a rupture 
with such a man. Chiuchcoatl stood with his arms 
folded on his chest, and with apathetic face, before the 
young Chief, whose eyes ftaa^e^, ^"^^ i^^^.wx^'^ %"x.^\.^'65s*i^ 
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the most violent indignation. Still, at the expiration of a 
few moments, Addick, by an extraordinary effort of his 
will, subdued the fire of his glance, smoothed down the 
expression of his face, and offered his hand to the Priest, 
saying to him in a soft and conciliatory voice, in which 
no trace of his internal agitation was perceptible, ** My 
father loves me. What he has done is well, and I thank 
him for it." 

The Amantzin bowed deferentially, while slightly 
touching, with the end of his three fingers, the hand 
held out to him. "The Wacondah inspired me," he 
said, with a hypo^jritical voice. 

" The holy name of the Wacondah be blessed," the 
Chief replied. ** Will not my father allow me to see 
the prisoners ?'* 

"I should like it. Unfortunately, that is impossible." 

" What ?" the young man exclaimed, with a shade of 
impatience, he could not completely hide. 

" The law is positive. Entrance to the Palace of the 
Virgins of the Sun is prohibited to men." 

" That is true ; but these young girls are not priest- 
esses. They are Paleface women whom I brought here." 

" I. know it. What my brother says is just." 

" WeU, my father sees that nothing prevents my pri- 
soners being restored to me." 

'^Myson is mistaken. Their presence among the 
Yirgins of the Sun has placed them beneath the effect 
of the law. Forced by imperious circumstances, I did 
not reflect on this when I made them enter the Palace. 
In order to carry out my son's wishes, I wished to save 
them at any price. Now I regret what I have done ; 
but it is too late." 

Addick felt an enormous temptatLon t^ d.^^ ^^^ "^css^ 
brains of the wretched juggler, ^\io ^^\jL^<bWMs^^^'^^!^* 
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pudently with his hypocritical iaoeent and gentLe man- 
ner ; but, fortunately for the Priest, and probably for 
himself, as such a deed, just as it was, would not hxye 
gone unpunished, he succeeded in mastering himself. 
" Come,'* he continued, in a moment, " my father is 
kind, he would not wish to reduce me to despair. Are 
there no means to remove this apparently insiirmoant- 
able difficulty V 

The Priest seemed to hesitate. Addick looked ear- 
nestly at him, while awaiting his answer. "Yes," he 
continued, presently, " there is, perhaps, one way." 

*' What ?" the young man exclaimed, joyftilly. " Let 
my father speak !" 

''It would be," the old man answered, laying a stress 
on every word, and, as it were, imwillingly, " it would 
be by obtaining authority fix)m the Great Council to re- 
move them from the Palace." 

"Wah! I did not think of that. In truth, the 
Great Council may authorize that. I thank my father. 
Oh ! I shall obtain the permission." 

** I hope so," the Priest answered, in a tone which 
staggered the young man. 

"Does my father suppose that the Great Council 
would wish to insult me by refusing so slight a favour ?" 
he asked. 

" I suppose nothing my son. The Wacondah holds 
in his right hand the hearts of the Chiefs. He can alone 
dispose them in your favour." 

*' My father is right. I will go immediately to the 
Council. It must be assembled at this moment.'* 

" In truth," the Amantzin answered, " the first ha- 
chesto of the powerful Sachems came to summon me a 
few moments before I had the pleasure of seeing my son.' ' 

'' Then my father ia ptoce^&i^ \ft ^'a ^cfKaL^-^V 
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"I will accompany my son, if he consents." 

** It will be an honour for me. I can, I trust, count 
on the support of my father ?" 
, " "When has that support failed Addick ?" 

*' Never. Still, to-day, above all, I should like to be 
certain that my father will grant it to me." 

" My son knows that 1 love him. I will act as my 
duty ordains,*' the Priest replied, evasively. Addick, 
to his great regret, was forced to put up with this am- 
biguous answer. 

The two men then went out, and crossed the square, 
to enter the palace of the Sachems, where the Council 
assembled. A crowd of Indians, attracted by curiosity, 
thronged this usually deserted spot, and greeted with 
shouts the passage of renowned sachems. When the 
High Priest appeared, accompanied by the young Chief, 
the Indians fell back before them with a respect mingled 
with fear, and bowed silently to them. The Amantzin 
was more feared thaa loved by the people, as generally 
happens with all men who hold great power. Chiuch- 
coatl did not seem to notice the emotion his presence 
produced, and the hurried whispers that were audible 
on his passing. With eyes sunk, and modest even 
humble step, he entered the palace at the heels of the 
young Chief, whose assured countenance and haughty 
glance formed a striking contrast with the demeanour his 
comrade affected. 

The place reserved for the meeting of the Great 
Council was an immense square hall, extremely simple, 
and facing north and south ; at one end was fastened to 
the whitewashed wall a tapestry made of the feathers 
and down of rare birds, on which was reproduced, in 
brilliantly coloured feathers, the revered image q€ th& 
Bxm, reBting on the great saexe^ \fttW«bfc^ '^^ ^^ci^^a^ ^'^ 
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the Tvorld. BeDeath this tapestry, and sustained by four 
crossed spears planted in the ground, was the sacred 
calumet, which must never be sullied by contact with 
the earth. This calumet, whose red bowl was made of 
a precious clay, only found in a certain region of" the 
Upper Missouri, had a tube ten feet in length, adorned 
with feathers and gold bells, and from its extremity 
huDg a small medicine-bag of. elk skin, studded with 
hieroglyphics. In the centre of the hall, in an oval 
hole, hollowed for the purpose, was piled, with a certain 
degree of symmetry, the wood destined for the council 
fire, and which could only be lighted by the High Priest. 
The hall was lighted by twelve lofty windows, hung 
with long curtains' of vicuna skin, through which a 
gloomy and uncertain light filtered, perfectly harmoni- 
zing with the imposing aspect of the vast apartment. 

At the moment the Amantzin and Addick entered the 
place of meeting, all the Chiefs comprising the Council 
had arrived ; they were walking about in groups, con- 
versing and waiting. So soon as the High Priest en- 
tered, each took his place by the fire, at a sign from the 
eldest Sachem. This Sachem was an old man, whom 
two warriors held under the arms to support. A long 
beard, white as silver — a singular fact among Indians — 
fell on his chest ; his features were stamped with extra- 
ordinary majesty ; and, indeed, the other Chiefs showed 
him profound respect and veneration. This Chief was 
called Axayacatl, that is to say, " the face of the water." 
He claimed descent from the ancient Incas, who governed 
the country of the Ahanuac before the Spanish conquest, 
and, like his namesake, the eighth king of Mexico, his 
totem was a face, before which he placed the symbol for 
water. We may remark, in support of his claim, that 
bis skin had not that reddisk \i\xfe oi li^^ ^org^^x ^V\Ovi 
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distinguishes the Indian race, but, on the contrary, ap- 
proached the European type. Whatever his descent 
might be, though, one thing certain was, that in his 
youth he had been one of the bravest and most re- 
nowned chiefs of the Comanches, that haughty and un- 
tameable nation, which calls itself the Queen of the 
Prairies. When AxayacatPs great age and numerous 
wounds prevented him waging war longer, the Indians, 
by whom he was generally revered, had unanimously 
elected him supreme Chief of Quiepaa Tani, and he had 
performed his duties for more than twenty years, to the 
satisfaction of all the Indian nations. After assuring 
himself that all the Chiefs were assembled round the 
fire, the Sachem took from the hands of the hachesto, 
who stood by his side, a lighted log, which he placed in 
the centre of the wood prepared for the Council, saying, 
in a weak, though perfectly distinct voice, — ** Wacon- 
dah ! thy children are assembling to discuss grave mat- 
ters ; may the flame, which is thy Spirit, breathe in 
their hearts, and raise to their lips words wise and wor- 
thy of thee.'' 

The wood — ^probably covered with resinous matter — 
caught fire almost immediately, and a brilliant flame 
soon mounted, with a whirl, toward the roof. 

While the Sachem was pronouncing the words we 
have just written, two subaltern priests had taken the 
sacred calumet from the spot where it was placed, and, 
after filling it with tobacco expressly reserved for extra- 
ordinary ceremonies, they lifted it on their shoulders, and 
presented it respectfully to the Amantzin. The latter 
took, with a medicine-rod, in order to confound evil omens, 
a burning coal from the hearth, and lit the calumet, while 
pronouncing the following invocation: — "Wacondakl 
sublime and mysterious being, T\iWx^^V^TfiL*^icka"^^'^sS^ 
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cannot contain, and whose powerful eye perceives the 
smallest insect timidly concealed beneath the grass, we 
invoke thee, thee whom no man can comprehend. Grant 
that the sun, thy visible representative, may be fiEtvoar* 
able to us, and not drive fax away the holy smoke of the 
great calumet which we send toward him." 

The Amantzin, still holding thef bowl of the calumet 
in the palm of his hand, presented the tube in turn to 
each Chief, beginning with the eldest. The Sachems 
each inhaled a few pufGi of smoke, with the decorum 
and reverence required by etiquette, with their eyes 
fixed on the ground, and the right arm laid on the heart. 
When the tube of the calumet at length reached the 
High Priest, he had the bowl held by one of his aco- 
lytes, and smoked till all the tobacco was reduced to 
ashes. Then the hachesto approached, emptied the ash 
into a little elkskin pouch, which he closed, and threw 
into the fire, saying in a loud and impressive voice, — 
" Wacondah ! the descendants of the sons of Aztlan im- 
plore thy clemency. Suffer thy luminous rays to descend 
into their hearts, that their words may be those of wise 
men." 

Then the two priests took the calumet again, and 
placed it beneath the image of the sun. The old Sachem 
took the word again. "The council has assembled," he 
said, "two renowned Chiefs, who only arrived this 
morning|at Quiepaa Tani, on their return from a long 
journey, have, they say, important communications to 
make to the Sachems. Let them speak ; our ears are 
open." 

We will ^nter into no details of the discussion that 

took place in the Council ; we will not even quote the 

speeches uttered by Bed Wolf and Addick, for that would 

carry us too far, and probably only ^^ory ^^x^-a^^x* "^^ 
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need only say, that though the passiona of the Sacdiems 
were cleverly played on by the two Chiefs who had 
called the meeting, and that s^arp attacks were sharply 
returned, all passed with the decorum and decency cha- 
racteristic of Indian assemblies ; that, although each de- 
fended his opinion inch by inch, no one went beyond the 
limits of good taste ; and we will sum up the debate by 
stating that Red Wolf and Addick completely failed in 
their schemes, and that the good sense, or rather the ill- 
will, of their colleagues prevented them attaining the 
object of their desires. 

The High Priest, while pretending to support Addick, 
managed to embroil the question so cleverly, that the 
Council declared unanimously that the two youug Pale- 
faces shut up in the Palace of the Virgins of the Sun 
must be considered, not as the property of the Chief who 
brought them to the city^ but as prisoners of the entire 
confederation, and as such remain under the guardianship 
of the Amantzin, to whom the order was intimated to 
watch them with the greatest care, and under no pre- 
text allow the young Chief to approach them. Chiuch- 
coatl, when he insinuated to Addick that he should apply 
to the Council, knew perfectly well what the result 
would be ; but not wishing to make an enemy of the 
young man by refusing his request, he adroitly thrust 
the responsibility of the refusal on the whole Council, 
and thus rendered it impossible for Addick to call him 
to account for his dishonourable conduct toward him. 

Red Wolf had been more fortunate, from the simple 
reason that his communication concerned the city. The 
Apach^ Chief demanded that a party of five hundred war- 
riors, commanded by a renowned Chie^ should be called 
under arms, to watch over the common safety.^ ^tw^sii^ 
compromised by the appearance, \u \Jafc'<Ssass^^ <5k\^^^5s^- 
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epaa Tani, of soi|fte forty Palefaces^ whose evident inten- 
tion it was to attack and carry the city by storm. 

The Chiefs granted Bed Wolf what he asked, and even 
much more than he had ventured to hope. Instead of 
five hundred warriors, it was settled that a thousand 
should be called; one-half of them, under the orders of 
Atoyac, would traverse the country in every direction, in 
order to watch the approach of the enemy, while the other 
half, under the immediate orders of the governor, would 
guard the interior. After this, the Council broke up. 

The High Priest then approached Atoyac, and asked 
him if he really had a renowned Tlacateotzin at his 
house. The other replied, that, on the same day, a great 
Yuma medicine-man had arrived at Quiepaa Tani, and 
done him the honour of entering his cdlu Flying Eagle 
then joined Atoyac in assuring the High Priest that this 
medicine-man, whom he had known for a long time, j ustly 
enjoyed a very extensive reputation among the Indians, 
and that he had himself seen him effect marvellous cures. 
The Amantzin had no reason to distrust Plying Eagle j' 
he therefore put the greatest confidence in his words, 
and, on the spot, begged Atoyac to bring this Tlacateot- 
zin as speedily as possible to the Palace of the Virgins 
of the Sun, that he might devote his attention to the 
two Paleface maidens placed under his ward by the 
Council-General of the nation, and whose health had 
inspired him with great fears for some time past. 
5 {Addick heard these words, and rapidly approached the 
High Priest. "What does my father say, then?" he 
exclaimed, in great agitation. 

" I say,*' the Amantzin replied, in his most honeyed 
voice, " that the two maidens my son entrusted to my 
care have been tried by the Wacondah, who sent them 
the scourge of illness " 
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" Is their life in danger ?" the young man conidnuedy 
with ill-suppressed agony. 

" The Wacondah alone holds in his power the existence 
of his creatures j still I believe that the danger may he 
conquered ; besides, as my son has heard, I expect an 
illustrious Tlacateotzin of the Yuma race, just come from 
the shore of the boundless Salt Lake, who, by the aid of 
his science, can, I doubt not, restore strength and health 
to the slaves whom my son took from the Spanish bar- 
barians." 

Addiek, at this unpleasant news, could not suppress a 
movement of anger, which proved to the High Priest 
that he was not entirely his dupe, but suspected what 
had happened ; but, either through respect, or fear lest 
he might be mistaken in his supposition, though more 
probably because the place where Addiek was did not 
appear to him propitious for an explanation like that he 
wished to have with the Amantzin, he contented him- 
self with begging the old man not to neglect anything 
to save the captives, adding, that he would be gratefril to 
hi^-for ^ny attention he might pay them. Then, sud- 
denly breaking off the conversation, he bowed slightly 
to the High Priest, turned his back on him, and left the 
liall, talking eagerly in a low voice with Red Wolf, who 
liad waited for him a few paces off. 

The Amantzin looked after the young man with a 
most peculiar expression in his eyes ; then, resuming his 
conversation with Atoyac and Flying Eagle, he begged 
them to send the Yuma medicine-man to them that even- 
ing, if possible. The latter promised this, and then left 
him to return to the calli, where the physician was doubt- 
less waiting for them. 

Still, what had passed at the council affoT^A^ "^\nJ«w'^ 
Eagle serious matter fox xe^ec-^XoTi^ Vj \^\.N:\xi% ^^^:sB. 'y^^ 
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that the two Apach^ Chiefs knew the greater part of 
Marksman's secret, and if the latter wished to succeed, 
he must waste no time, hnt set to work at once. After 
ten minutes' walking, the Chiefs reached the colli, where 
they found Marksman awaiting them. The hunter, as 
we have seen, offered no objections to Atoyac's request 
but, on the contrary, after taking up his medicine-boi, 
followed him eagerly. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

• THE INTERVIEW* 

Maeksman followed Atoyac to the Palace of the Virgins 
of the Sun. In spite of himself, the intrepid hunter 
felt his heart contract when he thought of the perilous 
situation in which he was about to place himself^ and 
the terrible consequences discovery would entail. Still, 
he stood up against this emotion, and succeeded in 're- 
gaining sufficient power over himself to affect a tran- 
quillity and indifference which were far from real. The 
two men walked silently side by side. The hunter, 
fearing this prolonged dumbness might inspire his pride 
with doubts, resolved to make him talk, in order to give 
his thoughts a different direction from that he feared to 
see them take. *^My brother has travelled much .^" he 
asked him. 

"Where is the warrior of our race whose life has not 
been spent in long journeys .^" the Indian answered, 
sententiously. " The Palefaces — my brother knows it 
better than I — chase us like wild beasts, and compel us 
incessantly to retire before their successive encroach- 
ments." 

'^ That is true,'* t\ie \v\mi^T md, «Siaking his head 
with a melancholy air. *^'^\i^\. ^e^^x^. '^^^^ ^^^NaL^\xv 
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which we are now permitted to hide the bones of our 
fathers, with the certainty that the plough of the whites 
will not come to crush them in tracing its interminable 
furrow, and scatter them in every direction ?" 

" Alas !" Atoyac observed, " the red race is accursed. 
The day will come when it will be sought in vain on the 
immense plains where it was formerly more numerous 
than the brilliant stars which stud the vault of heaven ; 
for it is fatally condemned to disappear iirom the surface 
of the world. The Palefaces are only the terrible im- 
plements of the implacable wrath of the Wacondah 
against the children of the red family." 

"My father only speaks too well. Formerly our 
race was all-powerful ; now it has faUen lower than the 
vilest slave, and has no hope left it of ever rising again." 

" What has become of the powerful emperors of Aha- 
miac, who commanded the whole earth ? Of the num- 
berless cities they founded, but five compose to-day the 
territory of Tlapalean.^ They are the last refuges of 
the children of Quetyalcoalt^f who are forced to hide 
themselves there like timid deer, instead of boldly tread- 
ing the countries possessed in old times by their an- 
cestors." ^ 

" But, thanks be rendered to the Wacondah, whose 
power is infinite, these five cities are completely sheU 
tered from the insults of the Gachupinos." 

Atoyac shook his head sadly. " My fath^ is mis- 
taken,", he said. "Where is the hidden spot to which 
Palefaces do not penetrate ?" 

" That is possible. They effect everything ; but up 
to the present no Paleface has gazed on Quiepaa Tani. 

* Literally, " red country." 

t Curlyce of Mexico : literally, it meaaa thft " ^Kc^^n^^. ^vs^^^^^ 
mth feathers." 
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They have not been able to cross the mountains and 
traverse the deserts, behind which the sacred city rises 
calm and peaceful, deriding the vain efforts of its enemies 
to discover it." 

*' Scarce two suns ago, I should have spoken like my 
brother. I should have rejoiced with him at this igno- 
rance of the Palefaces ; but to-day this is no longer pos- 
sible." 

" How so ? What can have happened in so short a 
space of time, that compels my brother to alter his opi- 
nion so suddenly?" the htmter asked, growing all at 
once interested, and fearful of hearing bad news. 

" The Palefaces are in the vicinity of the city. They 
have been seen ; they are numerous and well armed." 

'' It is not so ; my father is mistaken. Cowards or 
old women were frightened by their shadow, and spread 
this report," the Canadian answered, shivering all 
over. 

" Those who brought the news are neither cowards, 
afraid of their shadow, nor chattering old women — they 
are renowned chiefs. To-day, at the Great Council, they 
announced iSie presence of a strong party of Palefaces, 
concealed in the forest, whose trees have so long spread 
out their protecting branches before us, to conceal us 
from the piercing glances of our enemies." 

*' These men, however numerous they may be, unless 
they form a real army, will not venture to attack a city 
so strong as this, defended by thick walls, and containing 
a considerable number of chosen warriors." 

*' Perhaps. Who can know ? At any rate, if the 
Palefaces do not attack us, we shall attack them. !Not 
one of them must see again the land of the Palefaces. 
Our future security demwids it." 

*' Yes, it must be ao •, \)u\, wc^ ^ou ^vrt^KJasS^ ^^ ^2>K\fc^ 
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of whom you speak, and whose names I do not know, 
may not deceive you, and he traitors ?" 

Atoyac stopped and fixed a piercing glance on the 
Canadian, who endured it with a calm air and unmoved 
countenance. '' ITo," he said, a moment after, '^ Bed 
Wolf and Addick are no traitors." 

The hunter seemed to reflect for a moment, and 
then exclaimed, with a resolute air, which imposed on 
the Indian, ^'ITo, indeed, those two chiefs are not 
traitors ; hut they are on the road to hecome so ere long. 
The dangers which menace us they heaped up on our 
heads to satisfy their passions and thirst for vengeance." 

" Let my brother explain," the Chief said, at the 
height of astonishment. "His words are plain." 

" I did wrong to utter them,'* the hunter continued, 
with feigned humility. " I am only a man of peace, to 
whom the omnipotent Wacondah has given the mission 
of relieving, according to the knowledge granted him, 
the ills of humanity. I, a poor being, ought not to try 
and uproot the powerful oak, whose weight in falling 
would crush me. Let my brother pardon me. I im- 
prudently allowed my indignation to carry me away." 

" No, no," the Chief exclaimed, pressing his arm for- 
cibly ; " it cannot be so. My father has begun, and he 
must tell me all." 

With that quickness of thought that distinguished 
him, the hunter had conceived a plan founded on the 
distrust which forms the basis of the Indian character. 
He pretended resistance to the Chief's instructions, and 
was unwilling to enter into details of what he had let 
him have a glimpse of; but the more the pretended me- 
dicine-man declined to speak, the more did the Chief 
press him to do so. At length, tli^ bsscci.^fisti^v'^^Na^^s^ 
intimidated by his hoBt'a mm^^ y^^^^tj^ vssSl *^&s5isis5^> 
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and Btill alleging the fear he felt of drawing on himself 
the hatred of two renowned chiefisi, he at length con-4 
sented to give the information for which Atoyac pressed 
him 80 urgently. ^^ Here are the factfif," he said. '' I 
will relate them to my brother exactly as they came to 
my knowledge. Still, my brother will pledge me his 
word, that whatever be the resolution he forms after 
hearing my words, he will in no way mix up a peaceful 
and timid man in this aSgdi. That my name shall not 
be even mentioned, and that the chiefs whose conduct I 
am now about to unveil, will not be aware of my pre- 
sence at Quiepaa Tani V* 

*' My brother can speak in all confidence. I swear to 
him by the sacred name of the Wacondah, and by the 
great Ayotl, that whatever happens, his name shall not 
be mixed up in this affair. "No one shall know in what 
way I obtained the information he will give me. Atoyac 
is one of the first sachems in Quiepaa Tani. When it 
pleases him to say a thing, his words do not require to 
be confirmed by any other testimony than his own." 

As so often happens, under present circumstances, 
apart from the discomfort produced by the hunter's re« 
ticence, the Chief was not sorry at the importance the 
details he was about to learn would assuredly give 
him, and the part he would be indubitably called on to 
play in the events which would result from them. 

" Och !" the hunter said, with a sigh of satisfaction, 
" if that is the case, I will speak." Then the Canadian 
told his complaisant and credulous hearer a long and 
wonderfally confused story, in which truth was so art- 
fully mixed up with falsehood, that it would have been 
impossible for the acutest man to distinguish one from 
the other ; but the result of which was, that, if the 
whitea had reached the ^canity ol \!Ji^ c^Jg^* k^^OaL^fiaa. 
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Eed Wolf had lured them after them, only comiecting 
their trail sufficiently for their pursuers not to lose it. 
The whole of the facts recounted hy the hunter were so 
skilfully grouped, that the two chiefs, enveloped in this 
network of truth and Msehood, must be ineyitably con-^ 
victed of treason if closely cross-questioned, which the 
worthy hunter hoped most sincerely. •* I will allow 
myself no reflections," he added, in conclusion ; *' my 
brother is a wise chief and experienced warrior : he 
wiU judge f«r better than I, a poor worm, can of the 
gravity of the things he has just heard ; still, I implore 
him to remember what he has promised." ^ 

" Atoyac has only one word," the Chief answered. 
*' My father can reassure himself; but what I have heard 
is extremely serious. Let us lose no more time ; I must 
go to the first Chief of the city." 

"Perhaps the two Sachems have drawn the Palefaces 
so near us with a good intention," the hunter insinuated ; 
'' they hope, possibly, to pounce upon them with greater 
ease." 

''iN'o," Atoyac answered, with a gloomy air; " their 
intentions can only be perfidious ; their machinations 
must be foiled as speedily as possible ; if not, great mis- 
fortunes will occur, especially after the decision of the 
Council, which gives the command of the warriors des- 
tined to act in the city to Eed Wolf, under the orders of 
the governor." 

^Fortunately for the hunter, Atoyac was a personal 
enemy of Bed Wolf and Addick, which prevented him 
noticing with what cunning skill the Canadian had led 
him to listen to his narrative. 

The two men hastily continued their walk, and in a 
few minutes reached the Palace of the Ye&tal&« kS^<is^*!s. 
few words with the waniox ^?r\i<(>\i^ dMx%<ei^^'^^^e^> 
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the Chief and the medicine-man were introduced into the 
interior. The High Priest came eagerly toward the new 
comers, whom he had heen eagerly expecting. The 
Amantzin regarded the hunter with suspicious attentioD, 
and made him undergo an interrogatory like Atoyac's in 
the morning. 

His answers, prepared long before, pleased the High 
Priest ; for, a few moments after, he led him to the re- 
served apartments of the Palace, in order to examine the 
state of the maidens. The Canadian's heart trembled 
with the most violent emotion, and large drops of per- 
spiration beaded in his face. Indeed, the critical posi- 
tion in which he found himself, was really of a nature 
to inspire him with serious alarm. What he feared most 
of all was the effect his presence might produce on the 
maidens, if, in spite of his perfect disguise, they recog- 
nized him at once, or when he made himself known to 
them ; for it was indispensable for the success of the 
trick he intended to play, that those he was going to see 
should know with whom they had to. deal, and enter 
fully into the spirit of the characters he meant them to 
play in the farce. These reflections, and many others 
which rushed on the hunter, imparted to his fiace a look 
of sternness, which was far from injuring him in the 
minds of those who accompanied him. They at length 
reached the entrance of the secret apartments, whose 
door, at a sign from the High Priest, was widely opened 
before them. But so soon as they entered a large hall, 
which, through the absence of all furniture, might be 
regarded as a vestibule, the Amantzin turned to Atoyac, 
and gave him the order to wait there, while he led the 
medicine-man to the captives. 
As we have already said, the abode of the Virgins of 
the Sun was interdicted lo aWm^u, exae^^ksi^^^^Sl'^ 
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Priest. Under certain circumstances, one person might 
be an exception to this rule, and that was the doctor. 
Atoyac was too well acquainted with the severe law of 
the palace to offer the slightest remark ; still, when the 
High Priest prepared to leave him, he caught him re- 
spejjtfuUy by the robe, and bent to his ear. *' My bro- 
ther will return promptly," he said to him in a low 
voice ; " I have important news to communicate to him.'* 
'^Important news," the Amantzin repeated, as he 
stared at him. 

"Yes," the Chief said. 

** And they concern me ?" the High Priest continued 
dowly. 

Atoyac smiled confidentially. " I think so," he said, 
<' for they relate to Bed Wolf and Addick." 

The High Priest gave a slight start. " I will return 
in a moment," he said, with a gracious nod ; then turn- 
ing to the hunter, who stood motionless a few steps off, 
apparently indifferent to what passed between the two 
men, he said to him, — " Come." 

The hunter bowed, and followed the High Priest. 
The latter led him across a long court-yard paved with 
bricks, and ascending ten steps of blue and green-veined 
marble, he conducted him into a small isolated pavilion, 
completely separate from the building in which the Vir- 
gins of the Sun were secluded. The High Priest closed 
the door behind him, which gave them admission to the 
pavilion ; they crossed a species of ante-chamber, and 
the Amantzin, raising a drapery which hung over a 
narrow doorway, introduced the pretended physician into 
a room splendidly furnished in the Indian style* The 
High Priest, wishing, if possible, to make the maidens 
forget they were captives, had gilded their ca.-^ ^^^sijv 
the utmoat care, by decoxatm^VX. V\Vkiti^*Oa.^'«s^G».^sfc^^'^ 
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Inzoryand comfort which he supposed would pietue 
them. In an elegant hammock of cocoa-fibre, OTemm 
with feathers, and hanging from golden rings, about 
eighteen inches from the floor, there reclined a young 
woipan, whose face of excessive pallor bore the imprint 
of profound sorrow, and the evident traces of a seripos 
illness. It was Dona Laura de Eeal del Monti. Berber 
side^ with folded arms and tear-laden eyes, stood Dona 
Luisa, her Mend, or rather her sister, through suffering 
and devotion. The state of prostration into which Dona 
Luisa was plunged, proved that, in spite of her strength 
of character, she had also, for some time past, given up 
all hope of ever leaving the prison in which she was 
confined. This room, receiving no light from without, 
was illuminated by four torches of ocote wood, passed 
through gold rings in the wall, whose vacillating flame 
dimly lighted up the scene. 

On seeing the two men, Dona Laura made a sign of 
terror, and buried her face in her hands. The hunter 
saw that he must precipitate events, so he turned to his 
guide. ** The Wacondah is powerful," he said, in an 
imposing voice ; " the sacred tortoise supports the world 
on its shell. His spirit eye is on me ; it inspires me. 
I must remain alone with the patients, that I may read in 
their faces the nature of the illness that torments them." . 

The High Priest hesitated ; he flxed on the pretended 
physician a glance which seemed to try and read his most 
secret thoughts. But, although accustomed for many 
years to deceive].his countrymen by his mystic juggling, 
he was, after all, an Indian, and, as such, as accessible 
to superstitious fears as those he deluded. He therefore 
hesitated. " I am the Amantzin," he said, with a re- 
ispeo^/ul accent. '^The'Wawiidah can only view with 
aatiafaotioji my presence "beie a\. \j£i^ moimsiiV^^ 
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'^ Mj father can remain, if such is his pleasure ; I do 
not compel him to retire/' the Canadian answered boldly^ 
as he was determined to gain his point at all hazards. 
" 1^0 w I warn him that I am in no way responsible for 
the terrible consequences his disobedience will entail. 
The Spirit that possesses me will be obeyed^ for it is 
jealous. Let my father reflect." 

The High Priest bowed his head humbly. " I will 
retire," he said ; " my brother will pardon my press- 
ing." And he left the apartment* 

The Canadian silently accompanied him to the door of 
the vestibule, closed it carefully after him, and ran back 
to the young ladies, who recoiled with terror. "^Fear 
nothing," he whispered ; " I am a friend." 

" A friend !" Dona Laura exclaimed, who had fled, all 
trembling, into a comer of the room. 

" Yes," he continued hastily ; '* I am Marksman, the 
Canadian hunter, .the friend, the companion of Don 
Miguel." 

Dona Laura sat up in her hammock,[and a cry of sur- 
prise and joy burst from her chest. 

" Silence !" the hunter said ; " they may be listening/' 

Dona Luisa gazed with dilated eyes on this scene, 
whose meaning escaped her. 

" You, Marksman !" Dona Laura at length said, with 
an accent impossible to describe. '*0h! we may be 
saved, then ; we are not abandoned by all." 

And, sliding to the ground, she knelt piously, and, 
with clasped hands, murmured a fervent prayer, while 
her eyes filled with tears. Then, rising suddenly, she 
seized the hunter's hands, and pressed them passion- 
ately. " Don Miguel," she said ; " where is he ?" 

*' He is close by, and waiting for -^oxsl^ ^Ni^.^^'^^^'^^- 
ven'a sake, listen to me ; momfitiXa vst^ •^^^ss^ss^^i'' 
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" Oh, Caballero ! take us away, take us away quickly,** 
Dona Laura at length said, completely recovered from 
her emotion. 

'* Soon." 

"Yes, yes, save us!'* Dona Laura exclaimed; "my 
father will reward you." 

Marksman smiled. " Your father will be very glad 
to see you again," he said, softly. 

Dona Laura raised to him her lovely eyes, radiant 
with joy. ""Where is my father?" she asked him; 
but then added, "no, I cannot see him. He is far, 
very far from here." 

" He is with Don Miguel, in the forest. Set your 
mind at rest." 

" Oh, Heaven !" the maiden exclaimed, "it is too 
much happiness." 

At this moment some one could be heard ascending 
the marble steps. " Hist !" the hunter said, sharply ; 
"be on your guard." 

"But what must we do?" Dona Laura asked, in a 
low voice. 

" Wait, and have confidence." 

" What, are you going ?" 

" Leave us already ?" they exclaimed together, with, 
a movement of terror. 

" I will return. Leave me to act. Once again, hope 
and patience." 

" Oh, if you were to abandon us ; if you did not 
save us," Laura said, in despair, "we should have 
nothing left but to die." 

" Oh, have pity on us !" Dona Luisa murmured; 

" Trust to me, poor children," the hunter answered, 
more affected than he liked to ?»eem by this simple and 
profound sorrow. " Ilemeiiii\)et \)£i\^ ^^t^lviJ^^ — '^\k»^- 



▲ MEETING. 367 

ever happens, whatever may be told you, whatever 
sound you hear, trust to me — to me alone — for I am 
watching over you. I have sworn to save you, and I 
will succeed." 

" Thanks !" they replied. 

The steps had stopped at the door. 

Marksman, after making the maidens a last sign to 
recommend them prudence, composed his features, 
sharply opened the door, and, without uttering a word, 
passed by the High Priest, whom he did not seem to 
notice, but evinced great marks of agitation, and, ma- 
king incomprehensible signs, ran toward the spot where 
Atoyac was awaiting him. The Amantzin was dumb 
with surprise. After a moment, he closed the doors 
the hunter had left open, and followed him, but as if 
he did not dare to draw towards him. 

The maidens did not know whether they were not 
the sport of a dream. So soon as they were alone, they 
fell into each other's arms, sobbing violently. 



CHAPTER XXXVL 

A MEETIXa. 

The Indian Chief could not restrain a cry of terror, 
and recoiled a few paces at the sudden apparition of the 
hunter. The latter stopped in the centre of the room^ 
and letting his head sink on his chest, appeared plunged 
in profound thought. The High Priest, on rejoining 
Atoyac, told hira, in a few words, in what fashion the 
medicine-man had quitted the sick chamber, and the In- 
dians, filled with superstitious fear, stood motionless 
a few paces from him, respectfully waiting till k^^ ^6^- 
dressed them. The hunlex a\)^^^^^ ^^^»»Ss:^ "^ ^^ 
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gain possession of his faculties; his agitation oalmed 
down ; he passed his hand oyer his forehead, and sighed 
like a man at length reliey^ed from a terrible oppresoLoB;. 
The Indians considered the moment favourable to ap> 
proach him, and ask him the questions they burned to 
address to him. " Well, my father ?" they said, 

"Speak," the High Priest added. "What is the 
matter with you ?" 

The hunter rolled his eyes, uttered a fresh sigh, and 
muttered, in a low, choking voice — " The spirit possesses 
me'; it presses the marrow of my bones." 

The Indians exchanged a timid glance, and fell back 
in terror. 

" Wacondah ! Wacondah !" the Canadian continued ; 
" why hast thou gifted thy wretched servant with this 
unhappy knowledge ?" 

The Redskins really felt the blood curdle in their 
veins by these sinister words ; a shudder of terror ran 
over their limbs, and their teeth chattered. Marksman 
walked slowly toward them ; they saw him approaching 
without daring to make a movement to avoid him. The 
hunter laid his right hand on the High Priest's shoulder, 
fixed a piercing glance on him, and said, in a hollow 
voice — " The sons of the sacred Ayotl must arm them- 
selves with courage." 

" What does my brother mean ?" the old man mut- 
tered, in a tremor. 

"A wicked spirit," the hunter continued, coldly, 
" has entered these daughters of the Palefaces. This 
spirit will smite with death, from this day forth, those 
who approach them; for the dread knowledge with 
which the Wacondah has gifted me has enabled me to 
convince myself of the malign influence that weighs 
upon them." 
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' The two Indians, credulous like all of their race, fell 
back a step. Then the hunter, as if to confirm his 
words^ feigned to be attacked by a fresh crisis, and 
struggle with the spirit that dwelt in him. 

"But what must be done to deliver them from his 
evil influence ?" Atoyac asked, timidly. 

" All strength and all wisdom come from the Wa- 
condah," the Canadian answered. "I will ask my 
father, the Amant2in's leave to spend this night in 
prayer in the Tempte of the Sun," 

The Indians exchanged a glance of admiration. 

" Be it so, according to my father's wish," the High 
Priest said, with a bow ; "his wishes are orders to us." 

"Above all," the hunter continued, "let no one ap- 
proach the daughters of the Palefaces till to-morrow ; 
then, perhaps, the Wacondah will grant my prayers, by 
indicating the medicines I must employ." 

The High Priest gave a sign of assent. 

" It shall be so," he said ; "let my father follow me ; 
I will conduct him to the temple," 

" No," Marksman objected ; " that is not possible. 
I must enter the sanctuary alone. My father will tell 
me the way to open the door." 

The Amantzin obeyed, and explained to him in what 
way the bars and bolts were arranged, and how he must 
Bet to work to undo them. 

" Good," the hunter said ; " to-morrow, at sunrise, I 
will let my father know the will of the Wacondah, and 
if there be any hope left of saving the patients." 

" I will wait, my son," the old man replied. 

The two Indians bowed respectfully to the medicine 
man, and retired together. The hunter was surprised 
at seeing them go away thus, and asked him&oAl ^\s!s^^ 
they could he proceeding at svida. wi \issv«* ^^^'^ ^^* 
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parture of the Indians was the only consequence of the 
confidential information giyen to Atoyac by Marksman, 
and the High Friest and the Chief were proceeding in 
all haste to the principal Sachem of the city, to impart 
to him all they had learned of the supposed intentions 
of Addick and Red Wolf. 

We will here return to what we have already told the 
reader, in order to make him thoroughly understand the 
motive of the confidence with which the Indians ac- 
cepted the hunter's words. In these countries sooth- 
sayers are, as it were, favourites of fortune, and enjoy an 
unbounded supernatural power. As among the Bed- 
skins, the practice of medicine is, properly speaking, 
only an affectation of religious rites mingled with ridi- 
culous juggling. The physicians are naturally consi- 
dered to be Acyars, and respected as such. And let it 
not be supposed that the vulgar alone are imbued with 
this belief. The chiefs, warriors, priests even, as we 
have shown, recognize in them a marked superiority, 
even if they do not grant them equally absolute power. 
During the latest events we have described, night had 
set in, but one of those American nights, so calm and 
soft, full of intoxicating perfumes ; a weak and delicate 
L'ght poured from the stars, whose innumerable army 
studded the profoundly azure sky with their flashing 
light ; the moon was standing high in the heavens, and 
poured down on the sleeping city its silvery rays, which 
imparted to objects a fantastic appearance ; a religious 
silence brooded over the landscape. The hunter looked 
after the two men so long as they remained in sight, 
and then began crossing the square to reach the palace. 
The day had been a trying one to the Canadian. He 
bad been compelled at every moment to display pre- 
sence of mind, and attug^^ \u ^\^\i '^VOq. \BKa.^'W«i 
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clear-sighted eyes had been incessantly on the point of 
discovering the wolf hidden beneath the sheepskin. 
Still, he had valiantly supported his trials, and, from 
the way affairs had turned, he had every reason to be- 
lieve Uiat he should succeed in delivering the two 
maidens ; hence the worthy hunter's laughter to him- 
self at the way in which he had played his part, and 
determined to brave it out boldly to the end. On reach- 
ing the temple, he unfastened the bolts and bars, and 
entered the interior, only leaving the doors to behind, 
for he felt certain that no one would dare to trouble 
him, through the sanctity of the spot in the first place, 
and then through the superstitious fears he had suc- 
ceeded in inspiring the Indians with. In asking the 
High Priest's permission to spend the night in the 
sanctuary, the himter had no other design but to cover 
with the cloak of religion the means he intended to em- 
ploy for the escape of the maidens, and, at the some 
time, have a few hours' liberty, during which he could 
arrange his plans fully, without being disturbed by the 
hospitality and curiosity of his host. 

The interior of the temple was gloomy. Only one 
lamp burned before the sacrificing table, spreading a 
T\eak and trembling light, insufficient to dispel the 
gloom. Marksman retired to a dark comer, sat down 
on the ground, drew his pistols £rom his bosom, placed 
them by his side for fear of a sudden attack, and, after 
trying with a piercing glance to sound the dense gloom 
that surrounded him, feeling reassured by the deadly 
silence, he began thinking deeply. Still, by degrees, either 
through weariness or the influence of the spot where 
he was, in spite of his violent efforts to keep awake, he 
felt his eyelids grow heavy, and at length, b^fe ^bc^^ ^«^ 
to the inrieible Bleep that overjo^etfe^ \smsu "^s^ ^^s^i^Sw. 
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not say how long he had slept, when a slight noise he 
heard, no great distance off, suddenly made him opea 
his eyes. Like all men accustomed to the active and 
perilous life of the desert, where a man must be con-^ 
stantly on his guard, the hunter had acquired such an 
exquisite delicacy of sense, that, however great his las- 
situde might be, whenever he knew himself to be in a 
dangerous position, his sleep was lighter than a child's. 
Marksman, when hardly awake, looked around, whil^ 
careful not to make the slightest movement indicating 
that his slumbers were interrupted. He could see no» 
thing ; it was still night, and what was more, the lamp 
was extinguished. He understood that some one had 
entered the temple, and was spying him. But who 
could have dared to cross the sacred threshold ? Two 
sorts of persons alone would venture to do it. A friend 
or an enemy. As for friends, he had only one in the 
city. Flying Eagle. It was evident that the warrior, if 
he wished to come to him, would have come openly,, 
and not hiding himself, which might draw a bullet at 
his head. Hence it was an enemy ; but who ? Those 
he might have suspected, namely, Addick or Bed Wolf, 
did not know him, and hence could not have discovered 
him under his disguise, as he had deceived sharper eyes 
than theirs. Besides, during the whole course of the 
day, he had not been face to face with the two Chiefs,, 
hence it could not be they. But who was it, then ? 
This was what the hunter could not discover, in spite of 
all his cleverness. In his doubt, and through fear of 
being taken unawares, he stretched out his hands till 
they touched the pistols, and, with his head up, his eyes 
open, and ears on the watcb for the slightest sound, he 
prepared to bravely iae^ th(b foe, whoever he might be. 
The noise, however, ^\iidQ. \i^^ ^\%\.\Jl^^^ V\\si^^&\vsi\ 



A HEExma. 87S 

repeated, all remained calm and silent. In vain did the 
hunter strive to detect a shadow, even the slightest, or 
the least sound. Nothing disturbed the majesty of the 
tianctuary. Still, Marksman was not mistaken. He 
had distinctly heard a footstep timidly pacing the stones 
of the temple. A man must have been once in his life 
in the same position as the hunter was now in, to un- 
<lerstand its agony and terror. To feel close to you, 
scarce two yards oflf, an enemy watching you, whose 
furious eye is unpleasantly fixed on you — to know he is 
there ; to guess it by that species of intuition God has 
l)estowed on him to foresee a danger, and not dare to 
fitir, fear making the least movement which might warn 
him that you were expecting the attack — this position, 
comparable with that of the bird fascinated by the snake, 
is most cruel, and, in a few minutes, becomes a punish- 
ment so intolerable that death itself is preferable. 

Assuredly, Marksman was a man of tried courage. 
The enterprise he was now attempting proved in him a 
rashness, we will not say pushed to the verge of death, 
for that is nothing, but to a contempt of those tortures 
the Eedskins are so ingenious in inventing and varying, 
'SO that they can extract the life from their victim, as it 
were, drop by drop. Well, after a quarter of an hour 
of this expectation, he felt an involuntary shudder, his 
hair stood erect, and a cold perspiration beaded on his 
temples. '* A million demons," he muttered to himself, 
'* I cannot stand this any longer. I must know what I 
have to expect, whatever happens." 

At the same moment he leaped to his feet as if moved 
by a spring, a pistol in either hand. All at once, a 
shadow bounded from behind a pillar with a tiger's 
leap, and the hunter, seized by the thio^kt^'taVL'&Si^^'^^^aka 
ground, before he could utter a crj. kia^^.^^ x'a^ys.^ 
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on his chesty and he saw a hideous face grinning at lum^ 
as if through a cloud. Marksman was alone, aban* 
doned, without help ; it was all over with him, nothing 
could save him. He gave vent to a stifled sigh, and 
dosed his eyes, resigned to the fate that awaited him. 
But, at the moment he felt he was about to receive the 
mortal blow, the grasp on his throat relaxed, and a sar- 
castic Toice said to him, '< Get up, powerful Tlaoateotxin, 
I only wished to prove to you that you were in my 
hands." 

The hunter rose all bruised, and still troubled by this 
sudden attack. The other continued — "What would 
you give to escape the peril that menaces you, and be 
free to return peacefully to the eaUi of your host 
Atoyac?" 

But Marksman had had time to recover from his 
flurry ; he had picked up his pistols ; all fear had fled 
his heart, for he had only to defend himself against one 
enemy. This enemy, after for a moment holding him 
prostrate, committed the fault of restoring him liberty 
to move; their position had suddenly become equal. 
'* I will give you nothing, Eed Wolf," he said, reso- 
lutely. " Why did you not kill me when I lay de- 
fenceless at your feet ?" 

The Indian Chief— for he it was — recoiled, with sur- 
prise, on finding himself so easily recognized. ** ^Vliy 
did I not kill you, dog?" he answered. "Because I 
had pity on you." 

"Because you were afraid, Sachem," the hunter said 
firmly ; " it is a different thing to kill an enemy in 
fighting, from assassinating an adept of the great medi- 
cine in the temple of Wacondah, when protected by his 
oinnipotent hand. I say again, you were afraid.'* 
The hunter guessed x\g\i\Y"^ \ \^.^a&\i^^^l^^2SA^a^^ 
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ffear whicli suddenly arrested the arm of the Chief, al- 
ready uplifted to strike. ^*I will not discuss matters 
with you," he said ; " but tell me how you so speedily 
guessed my name ; for I do not know you." 

" But I know you ; the Wacondah announced your 
presence to me ; I expected you ; if I did not prevent 
your attack, it was because I wished to see if you would 
carry your impiety so far as to sully the reverend sanc- 
tuary of the temple." 

The Indian grinned. '^ You are going too far, sor- 
cerer," he said, ironically. ''Had it not been for a 
moment of weakness I now regret, you would be dead," 

*' Perhaps so. What do you want of me ?" 

"Do you not know, as you say nothing is hidden 
from you ?" 

** I know what reason brings you here. You will try 
in vain to dissimulate ; if I ask you that question, it is 
because I would know if you dare to tell a falsehood." 

Red Wolf reflected for a moment, and then continued, 
with a resolute accent, — " Listen, sorcerer," he said ; 
" either you are a rogue, as I believe, or else you are 
really what you pretend to be — a great medicine man, in- 
spired by the Wacondah, and beloved by him ; in either 
case, I wish to clear up my doubts. Woe to you if you 
try to deceive me, for I wiU kill you like a dog, and of 
your accursed hide, cut into strips on your quivering 
body, I will make trappings for my horse ; if, on the 
contrary, you speak the truth, you will not have a more 
devoted friend, or a more faithful servant than myself." 

*' I despise your hatred, and do not want your friend- 
ship. Red Wolf," the hunter answered, in an imposing 
tone ; '* your powerless menaces do not terrify me ; but, 
in order to make you fully understand the exteB^t ^l-cs^ 
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knowledge, I consent to do what you ask, and tell you 
what reason urged you to come to me." 

**Do so, sorcerer, and whatever may happen, Red 
Wolf will be yours.'* 

The hunter smiled contemptuously, and shrugged his 
shoulders. **It is difficult, then, to divine what a man 
of blood wants ? You and Addick, your worthy accom- 
plice, are leagued with a miserable dog, an outcast of 
the Palefaces, to carry off from here two poor young girls 
confided to the honour of your accomplice. To-day you 
would like to cheat those with whom you are allied, and 
keep the prisoners for yourself. Denounced to the great 
Sachem by Atoyac, to whom all your designs are known, 
who is also aware that you meditate seizing the supreme 
power, and becoming Governor of Quiepaa Tani, you 
felt that you were lost ; then you came to me with the 
intention of corrupting me, and inducing me, by the 
power I have at my disposal, to help you in carrying off 
the maidens whom you covet, so that you may fly with 
them before the necessary steps have been taken to ar- 
rest you. Is that all ? Have I forgot any trifling de- 
tail ? Or have I really read your whole thoughts ? An- 
swer, Chief, and contradict me if you dare I" 

The Sachem listened to the hunter's long tirade with 
increasing trouble ; the successive changes of his face 
while listening to the sorcerer, would have been a cu- 
rious study for an observer ; and when Marksman at 
length concluded, Red "Wolf let his head sink in confu- 
sion, and stammered, in an almost indistinct voice, — 
"My father is truly a Tlacateotzin ; the Wacondah in- 
spires him ; his knowledge is immense. Who is the 
man who would dare to hide anything from him ? His 
eye, more piercing than the eagle's, reads all hearts." 
^'Now jovL have my answeT,1B;.e^'^^^r ^^\is»i\Kt 
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continued, ^' retire in peace, and no longer disturb the 
meditations in which I am plunged." 

"Then," the Chief remarked, with hesitation, "my 
father will not do anything for me ?" 

"Yes, I do much." 

" What does my father ?'* 

" I allow you to retire in peace, when, by one sign, it 
would be easy for me to lay you dead at my feet." 

The Indian drew two or three steps nearer the sor- 
cerer, so as almost to touch him; the latter, whose 
watchful ear had just heard the sound of gentle footsteps 
coming toward him, did not notice this movement, for 
all attention was directed to another quarter. Suddenly 
his frowning brow grew smooth, and a smile played on 
his lips ; he had discovered the cause of this new mys- 
tery. "Well," he said to the Chief, "why does Red 
Wolf remain here, when I gave him the order to with- 
draw?" 

" Because I hope to induce my father to have better 
feelings toward me." 

"My feelings toward the hunter are as they should 
be ; I cannot change them." 

" Yes, my father is kind; he will help Red Wolf." 

"No, I tell you." 

" My father will not serve me.*' 

"I will not." 

" Is that my father's last word ?" 

"Yes." 

" Then die like the dbg you are !" the Redskin howled 
furiously, as he rushed with uplifted knife on the hunter. 

The latter had, for a few moments, attentively 
watched all the Chief's movements. Being thoroughly 
acquainted with the treacherous and roguish. c\\ftx»R^R2t 
oi the Apaches, on seeing "Elftd NJ^M ^ssvxxsxa ^ ^^sssSsa 
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manner, he perfectiy foresaw what he meditated, and 
the termination he meant to give the scene ; but, for all 
that, he did not make the slightest 'movement to escape 
the blow intended for him : he looked his assassin full 
in the face, with folded arms and unruffled face. Still, 
the arm raised against the hunter did not descend. A 
man suddenly emerged from the shade that concealed 
him, appeared behind Bed Wolf, seized his arm, and 
twisted it with such force, that the knife dropped, and 
disappeared again so rapidly, that the terrified Chief had 
not even the time to see whether he had to deal wii^ a 
man or a spirit. 

Eed Wolf uttered no cry, — did not even attempt to 
avenge himself, but his eyes rolled in their sockets, a 
convulsive tremor shook his whole body, and he fell on 
his knees, murmuring, in a horrified voice, — " Pardon, 
pardon, my father." 

The hunter fell back a step, as if to avoid the unclean 
contact of the wretch prostrate before him, kicked the 
knife away with disgust, and said, in a tone of supreme 
contempt, — " Pick up your weapon, assassin !'* In reply 
the Chief showed him his dislocated arm, which hung 
inert by his side. 

" You wished it," the hunter continued. ** Did I 
not warn you that the Wacondah protected me ? Go, 
retire to your cdllix keep silence about all that has hap- 
pened here. At sunset be with your canoe at the river- 
bank below the bridge ; I will meet you there, and per- 
haps cure you, if you strictly follow the order I give 
you ; above all, forget not that you must be alone. Go !" 

'* I will obey my father ; my lips will not utter a 
word without his order. But how can I leave here, iin- 
leBB yovL aid me ? The spirits that watch over my father 
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will come to me with death, when I am no longer in his 
presence.*' 

" That is true : you have heen sufficiently punished. 
Bise, and lean on my shoulder ; I will help you to walk 
to the entrance of the temple.*' 

Bed Wolf rose without reply; his rehellious spirit 
was subdued. The rude lesson he had received at 
length inspired him with a superstitious dread of the 
medicine man, which nothing could overcome. 

The hunter gently led him to the outer gate. On ftr- 
riving there, he carefully examined his arm, assured 
himself that nothing was broken, and dismissed him, 
saying in a tone in which kindness was mingled with 
severity, — "Thank the Wacondah, who had pity on 
you. In a few days your wound will be cured ; but 
profit by this lesson, wretch. You will see me again 
this evening. Go ; now my help is no longer requisite, 
you can reach your caUi alone." 

" I wiU try," the Chief answered, humbly. 

At a bow and sign from the hunter, he began walking 
slowly. Marksman looked after him for some time, and 
then returned to the temple, being careful to bolt the 
gate after him this time* At the moment the hunter 
disappeared in the temple, the cry of the owl rose in the 
air, announcing that the sun would speedily make its 
appearance. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

COHFLICATIONS. 

While these events were taking place in Quiepaa Tani, 
others we must narrate were occurring in the camp of 
the Gambusinos. Don Miguel, after parting from Macks.- 
man at the outskirts of the iote6\.>T»\?5OTifii^'0si^^^sgQ^^ 
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to the spot where his comrades awaited him. It was 
evident that the bold adventurer, dissatisfied in his heart 
at the turn affairs had taken, was meditating some 
desperate project to get near the maidens. He had 
spent several hours on the top of the isolated mound 
which commanded the whole plain, and which we have 
before visited, and thence carefully studied the position 
of the city. Clearly this young man, with his ardent 
character and impetuous passions, consented very unwil- 
lingly to play a second part in an expedition in which 
he had been hitherto the leader ; his pride revolted at 
being compelled to obey another, even though he were 
his devoted friend, and he could count on him as on 
himself. He reproached himself for allowing Marks- 
man to expose himself thus alone to terrible dangers^ 
for a cause which was his own. The true reason, how- 
ever, which he did not dare confess to himself, that, in 
short, would have gladly made him brave the greatest 
perils, and evidently that instinct which impelled him 
to revolt secretly against Marksman's prudence, and to 
take his place at all risks, was his love for Dona Laura 
de Real del Monte. He loved her with that powerful and 
invincible love which only chosen natures are capable of 
experiencing — a love which grows with obstacles, and 
which, when it has once taken possession of the heart of a 
man like Don Leo, makes him accomplish the most 
daring and extraordinary deeds. This love was the more 
deeply rooted in the young man's heart, because he was 
completely ignorant of its existence, and believed he 
merely acted through the affection he felt for the young 
girls, and the pity their unhappy position inspired him 
with. If it were so at the outset, as is true, for he did 
not know Dona Laura, m«.\,le;T^ \v^d completely changed 
fiznce. A young man ^oea tl^V. \x^^€v^VCa. \\fi.^\a>ci^^ 
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side by side with a maiden for more than a month, see. 
ing her incessantly, talking with her at every moment of 
the day, and not fall in love with her. There is in woman 
a certain charm, which we do not attempt to account 
for, which seems to emanate from their being, to be im- 
pregnated in all that surrounds them, which seduces and 
subjugates the strongest men involuntarily. The silky 
rustling of their dress, the soft and airy turn of the 
waist, the intoxicating perfume of their floating tresses, 
the pure limpidness of their dreamy glance, which is 
turned toward heaven, and tries to guess the secrets of 
which they are ignorant ; all, in short, in these incom- 
prehensible and voluptuously simple beings seems to 
command adoration and appeal to love. 

Dona Laura especially possessed that fascinating mag- 
netism of the eye, that slightly infantile gentleness of 
smile, which annihilate the will. When her large blue 
eyes, veiled by long black lashes, kindly settled on the 
young man, and were pensively fbsed on him, he felt a 
quiver over his body, a chill at his heart, and internally 
affected by a sensation of immense and unknown pleasure, 
he wished to die then at the feet of her who to him was 
no longer a creature of the earth, but an angel. During 
the irregular course of his life, all the adventurer's ac- 
quaintance with the other sex was what the corrupt 
society of Mexico could offer ; that is, the hideous and 
repulsive side. Accident, by suddenly bringing him in 
contact with a poor and innocent girl like her he had 
3aved, produced a complete revolution in his ideas, by 
making him understand that, until that day, woman, 
such as Heaven created her for man, had remained an 
utter stranger to him. Hence, without noticing it, and 
quite naturally, he yielded to the charm thft.t» \ass»s^- 
sciously acted on him, and "had. \aara&^ \» ^ss^^ ^^-^^ 
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Laura with all the active strength of his mind, not at- 
tempting to explain the new feeling which had seized 
on him ; happy in the present, and not wishing to think 
of the fatnre, which would probably never exist for hinu 
Disregard of the future is generally the character of all 
lovers ; they only see, and cannot see beyond, the pre- 
sent, by which they feel, through which they suffer^ or 
are happy ; in which, in a word, they have their being. 
Possibly Don Leo, hidden in the heart of the desert 
with the girl he had so miraculously saved, had for a few 
days caressed in his heart the hope of eternal happiness 
with her he loved, far from cities and their dangerous 
intoxication; but that thought, if ever he entertained 
it, had irrevocably faded away upon the fortuitous ap- 
pearance of Don Mariano ; the meeting with Dona 
Laura's father must eternally annihilate the plans formed 
by the young man. The blow was a heavy one ; stilly 
thankfif to his iron will, he endured it bravely, believing 
that it would be easy for him to forget the girl in the 
vortex of the adventurer's life to which he was con- 
demned. Unfortunately for Don Leo, he was obliged to 
undergo the common lot ; that is to say, his love grew 
in an inverse ratio to the immovable obstacles that had 
suddenly arisen ; and it was precisely when he recog- 
nized that she could never be his, owing to reasons of 
family and fortune, which raised an insurmountable 
barrier between them, that he understood it was impos- 
sible for him to live without her. Then, no longer 
striving to cure the wound in his heart, he yielded com- 
pletely to that love which was his life, and only dreamed 
of one thing — to die in saving* her he loved, so as to 
draw a word of gratitude from her in his final hour, and 
perhaps leave a soft and sad memory in her soul. We 
can understand that, nndeT «vxOq. ie^m%^,TiQ^ Ajrs^ >jicfc- 



COMPLICATIONS. 383 

solutely insisted on delivering the maidens himself; 
hence, from the moment he parted from his friend, he 
thought of nothing hut the means to enter the city and 
see her. It was in this temper that he returned to the 
camp. Don Mariano was sad ; Brighteye himself seemed 
to he in a had temper ; in short, all conspired to plunge 
him deeper and deeper in his gloom. Several hours 
passed and the adventurers did not interchange a word ; 
hut at ahout two in the afternoon, the hour of the 
greatest heat, the sentries signalled the approach of a 
party of horsemen. All ran to their arms, hut soon 
saw that the new comers were Ruperto and his Cua- 
driUa, whom Don Mariano's servants had found and 
hrought with them. 

Bermudez, following the injunctions he had received 
from Marksman, had wished Ruperto to shut himself 
up with his men in the iron cavern ; hut the hunter 
would listen to nothing, saying that his comrades had 
gone further on the sacred soil of the Redskins than 
they had ever done before ; that they ran the risk at 
any moment of being crushed by numbers, massacred, 
or made prisoners ; that he would not abandon them in 
such a critical position without trying to go to their 
help ; and so, in spite of all the creado's observations, 
the worthy hunter, who possessed a tolerably strong 
share of obstinacy, pushed on, until he at length found 
the encampment of his friends. Twice or thrice during 
his journey he had come to blows with the Indians ; 
but these slight skirmishes, far from moderating his ar- 
dour, had no other result than to urge him to haste ; for 
now that the Redskins knew that detachments of Pale- 
faces were wandering in the vicinity of the city, they 
would not fail to assemble in laig^ Ti\rcD^i^Te>/YCL^^^2t*^ 
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deal a great blow, and free themselves from all their 
daring enemies at once. 

The arrival of the Gambusinos was greeted with 
shouts ; Ruperto especially was heartily welcomed by 
Don Miguel, who was delighted at this reinforcement 
of resolute men at the moment he least expected it. 

The apathy which had fallen on the adventurers gave 
place to the greatest activity. When the new comers 
had performed their various duties, groups were formed, 
and conversation commenced with the vivacity and lo- 
quaciousness peculiar to Southern races. 

Ruperto was the more pleased at his happy idea of 
pushing on, when he learned that there were not only 
Redskin encampments in the vicinity, but that one of 
their most sacred cities was close at hand. '* Canartoa /" 
he said, "we shall have to keep sharp watch, if we do 
not wish to lose our scalps ere long. These incarnate 
demons will not let us tread their soil in peace.*' 

"Yes," Don Leo remarked, carelessly; "I believe 
we had better not let ourselves be surprised," 

"Hum!'' Brighteye remarked, "it would be a dis- 
agreeable surprise that brought a swarm of Redskins on 
our backs. You cannot imagine how these devils fight, 
when they are in large bodies. I remember that, in 
1836, when I was — " 

" And the most exposed of us all is Marksman/' Don 
Leo said, cutting Brighteye short, who sat open- 
mouthed. "I am sorry that I let him go alone." 

" He was not alone," the Canadian answered. " You 
know very well, Don Miguel, that Flying Eagle and his 
cihuatl, as they call their wives, accompanied him.'* 

Don Miguel looked at the hunter. ** Do^ you put 
^reat faith in the "Re^a\mi^,'BT\^\.^^^ :" he asked him. 
" Hum !*' the latter leTaatVe^, ^^x^VOtMi^ Vva. V^-^^^, 
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** that is according ; and if I must tell the truth, I will 
say that I do not trust them at all." 

**You see, then, that he was really alone. Who 
knows what has happened to him in that accursed city, 
in the midst of those incarnate demons ? I confess to 
you that my alarm is great, and that I am fearfully 
afraid of a catastrophe." 

** Yet, his disguise was perfect." 

** Possibly, Marksman is thoroughly acquainted with 
Indian manners, and speaks their language like his mo- 
ther-toDgue. But what will that avail him, if he has 
been denounced by a traitor?" 

*' Holloa !" Brighteye said; " a traitor ? "Whom are 
you alluding to ?" 

'* Why, to Flying Eagle, caramba, or his wife, for only 
those two know him." 

"Listen, Don Miguel," Brighteye remarked, seriously; 
" permit me to tell you my way of thinking frankly ; 
you do wrong in speaking as you now do." 

" I ?" the young man exclaimed, sharply. " And why 
80, if you please r" 

"Because you only know very slightly — and what you 
know of them is good — ^the people you are dishonouring 
by that epithet. I have known Flying Eagle for many a 
long year; he was quite a child when I saw him for the 
first time, and I have always found in him the staunchest 
good faith and honour. All the time he remained in our 
company, he rendered us services, or, at any rate, tried 
to render them to us ; and, to settle matters, all of us 
generallyi and yourself in particular, are under great 
obligations to him. It would be more than ingratitude 
to forget them." 

The worthy hunter uttered this defen& ol VckSi^^x^^ssfiSS. 
with an ardour and firm tone 'wYdfi^i ^wii>aJ6fc^'^^'J^^^^^E^- 
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'* Pardon me, mj old Mend/' he said, in a conciliatory 
voice ; " I was wrongs, I allow ; but, surrounded by ene- 
mies as we are, threatened at each moment with becom- 
ing victims to a traitor, — and Domingo's example is there 
to corroborate my statement, — I allowed myself to be 
carried away by the idea >*^ 

"Any idea attacking the honour of Flying Eagle/' 
Brighteye sharply interrupted, "is necessarily Mse. 
Who knows whether, at this moment, while we are dis- 
cussing his good faith, he may not be risking his life on 
our behalf?" 

These words produced a sensation on the hearers; 
there was a momentary silence, which the Canadian soon 
broke, by continuing : — " But I am not ang^y with yotu 
You are young, and, from that very fact, your tongue 
often goes faster than your thoughts; but, I entreat 
you, pay attention to it, for it might entail dire conse- 
quences. But enough on the subject. I remember a 
singular adventure which occurred to me in 1851. I 
was coming from " 

" Kow that I reflect more seriously," Don Miguel in- 
terrupted, " I fully allow that I was in the wrong." 

" I am happy that you allow it so frankly. Then we 
will say no more about it." 

" Very good ; and now, returning to the old subject, I 
confess to you that I also feel anxious about Marksman." 

" There, you see." 

" Yes, but for other reasons than those you brought 
forward." 

" Tell me them." 

" Oh ! they are very simple. Marksman is a brave 

and honest hunter, thoroughly up to Indian roguery ; 

but be has no one to back bm \i^. Flying Eagle would 

proye of but slight aasiatoifi^ \*q ^iiia.-, M \3^ -^^t^ ^^^ 
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tected, the braye Chief could only be killed by his side ; 
and he would do so, I am conyinccd*" 

"And I too; but what good would that do them? 
How, after that catastrophe, should we succeed in saving 
the maidens?" 

Brighteye shook his head. " Yes," he said, " there 
is the difficulty ; that is the knot of the matter. Un- 
fortunately, it is by no means easy to remedy that eventu- 
ality, which, I trust, will not present itself." 

" We must trust so ; but if it did, what should we do?" 
'*What should, we do?" 
"Yes." 

" Hum ! You ask me a question, Don Miguel, which 
it is by no means easy to answer." 

" Well, supposing it to be so, we must still find means 
of escaping from the false position in which we shall find 
ourselves." 

" That is quite certain." 
"Well, then?" 

" Then, on my word, I do not know what I should do. 
Lo<^ you, I am not a man who looks so far ahead. 
When a misfortune occurs, it is time to remedy it, with- 
out bothering your brains so long beforehand. All that 
I can say to you, Caballero, is that, for the moment, in- 
stead of remaining here, stupidly planted like a flamingo 
that has lost a wing, I would give a good deal to be in 
that accursed city, in a position to watch over my old 
comrade." 

" Is that the truth? Are you really the man to attempt 
such an enterprise ?" Don Miguel exclaimed joyously. 

The hunter looked at him in surprise. " Do you doubt 
it ?" he said. " When did you ever hear me boast of 
things which I was not capable of doing ?" 
" Do not be angry, my old ineai^,'^ T^«a ^^Kn^s^^ ^ss^- 
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swered, quickly ; *' your words caused me so much plea- 
sure that, at the first blush, I did not dare to believe thenu'* 

** You must always put faith in my words, young 
man/' Brighteye remarked, sententiously. 

'' Do not be afraid," Don Miguel said, with a laugh, 
**in future I will not doubt them." 

"All right, then." 

" Listen to me. If you like, we wiU attempt the 
affair together." 

"Enter the city?" 



** By Jove ! that is an idea," Brighteye answered, quite 
delighted. 

"Is it not?" 

" Yes ; but how shall we manage to get in ?'* 

"Leave that all to me." 

" Good. Then I will not trouble myself- about it 
further ; but there is another matter." 

"What now?" 

" "We are not presentable in this state," the hunter 
said, pointing, with a laugh, to his attire ; " by painting 
my face and hands, I might pass at a push ; but you 
cannot." 

" That is true. "Well, let me alone, I will prepare 
an Indian dress with which you can find no fault. During 
that time, do you disguise yourself in your way." 

" It will soon be done." 

" And mine too." 

The two men rose, delighted, though probably from 
different reasons. Brighteye was happy at going to his 
iriend's assistance, while Don Miguel only thought of 
Dona Laura, whom he hoped to see again. At the mo- 
ment they rose, Don "MLaxiosio Eto^^ed them. ** Axe you 
flpeaking seriously, Cab^lleto^ V V^ ^^^^^'sou 



COHFLICAflONS* 389 

** Certainly,'* they answered, " most seriously." 

*' Very good, then. I shall go with you," 

" What !" Don Miguel exclaimed, felling back in stu- 
pefection. ** Are you mad, Don Mariano ? You, who 
do not know the Indians, and cannot speak a word of 
their language, to venture into this wasp's nest. It would 
be suicide." 

" No !'• the old man answered resolutely. " I wish to 
see my child again.** 

Don Miguel had not the courage to combat a reso- 
lution so clearly announced, so he let his head sink with- 
out answering ; but Brighteye did not regard the matter 
from that light. Perfectly cool, and consequently seeing 
fer and correctly, he understood the disastrous conse- 
quences Don Mariano's presence would have for them. 

"Pardon me," he said, "but with your permission, 
Caballero, I fancy you have not carefully considered the 
resolution you have just formed." 

" Caballeros, a fether does not reflect when he wishes 
to see a child whom he never hoped to hold to his heart 
again." 

" That is true. Still I would remark that what you 
propose doing, far from helping you to see your daughter 
again, will, on the contrary, sever her from you for ever." 
, " What do you mean ?'* 

*' A very simple thing. Don Miguel and myself are 
going to mix among Indians, whom we shall have great 
difficulty in discovering, though we know them. If you 
accompany us, the following will inevitably happen : — 
At the first glance, the Redskins will see you are a white 
man, and then, you understand, nothing can save you, 
or us either. Now, if you insist, we will be off. I am 
ready to follow you. A man can only d\A q^^^\ ^s^ ^«* 
well to-day as to-morrow.*' 
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Don Mariano sighed. " I was mad," he mutter^. 
" I knew not what I said. Pardon me ; but I so longed 
to see my daughter again." 

"Have faith in ns, poor father," Don Miguel said, 
nobly ; " by what we have already done, judge what w& 
are still able to do. We will attempt impossibilities to 
restore her who is so dear to you." 

Don Mariano, succumbing to the emotion which over- 
powered him, had not the strength to reply. Witii eyes 
filled with tears, he pressed the young man's hand, and 
sat down again. The two adventurers then prepared fw 
the dangerous expedition they meditated, by disgoisisg 
themselves. Owing to their acquaintance with Indian 
habits, they succeeded in producing costumes harmo- 
nizing with the characters they wished to assume, and 
in giving themselves a thorough Indian look. When all 
the preparations were completed, Don Miguel confided 
the command of the cuadriUa to Euperto, recommending 
him to exercise the utmost vigilance, and telling him the 
signal agreed on with Marksman. Then, after a final 
pressure of Don Mariano's hand, who was still plunged 
in the deepest grief, the two daring adventurers took 
leave of their comrades, threw their rifles on their should- 
ers, and set out in the direction of Quiepaa J^sm, accom- 
panied by several Gambusinos and by Euperto, who was 
glad to learn the situation of the city, so as to know how 
to post his men so that they could run up at the first 
signal. 



CHAPTEE XXXVIII. 

A WALK Iir THE DABK. 

TsE sun was setting aatlQ.QQjmI<iw^^ the skirt 

of the forest and the \im\t oi \Jaft ^^ei^.* "S^^l^x^ SiaKai^ 
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at a distance of about four miles, rose the city, amid the 
verdure of the plain, which formed a girdle of flowers 
and grass. The night fell rapidly, the darkness grew 
momentarily heavier, mingling all the varieties of the 
scenery in a sombre mass ; the hour, in short, was most 
propitious for trying the bold experiment on which they 
were resolved. They whispered a last farewell to their 
comrades, and boldly entered the tall grass, in the centre 
of which they speedily disappeared. Fortunately fot 
the adventurers, who would have found it impossible to 
find their way in the darkness, the tracks of horsemen 
and foot-passengers proceeding to the city, or coming 
from it, had traced long paths, all leading dii^ct to one 
of the gates. The two men walked along, side by side, 
for a long time in silence ; each was thinking deeply on 
the probable results of this desperate tentative. In the 
first moment of enthusiasm, they had dreamed but 
slightly of the countless difficulties they must meet on 
their path, and the obstacles which would doubtlessly at 
every moment rise before them ; they had only regarded 
the object they wished to attain. But now that they 
were cool, many things to which they had not paid atten« 
tion, or which they would not allow to check them, pre* 
sented themselves to their thoughts, and, as so frequently 
happens, made them regard their expedition under a 
very different light. Their object now appeared to them 
almost impossible to gain, and obstacles grew up, as it 
were, under their feet. Unfortunately, these judicious 
reflections arrived too late ; there was no chance of with- 
drawal, and they must advance at all risks. All was 
calm and tranquil, however ; there was not a breath in 
the air, not a sound oi^ the prairie, and, as the stars 
gradually appeared in the sky, a pale and trembHa^ 
gleam slightly modified the dM>KBBa»,«xA ^tea^^ests^*^ 
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less intense, and they began to see sufficiently well to be 
able to proceed without hesitation, and reconnoitre the 
plain for some distance. Brighteye was not particularly 
satisfied with his comrade's obstinate silence ; the wor- 
thy hunter was rather fond of talking, especially under 
circumstances like those he found himself in at present ; 
hence he resolved to make his companion talk, in the 
fmst place, to hear a human voice — a reason which, for- 
tunately for themselves, the sedentary, who are exempt 
from those great heart storms which yet endow existence 
with such charms, will notimderstand ; but the hunter's 
second reason was still more peremptory than the first ; 
now that he had embarked on this desperate enterprise, 
he wished to obtain certain information from Don Miguel, 
as to the mode in which he intended acting, and the plan 
he meant to adopt. So near the city, and in an entirely 
uncovered plain, there was very slight risII?of the adven- 
turers meeting with Indians ; the only men they were 
exposed to meet were scouts, sent out to reconnoitre, in 
the extremely improbable event, that the Indians, con- 
trary to their usual habit of not making any movement 
during the night, had considered it necessary to send out 
a few men to survey the environs. The two men could 
therefore talk together without danger, save from some 
extraordinary accident, though, of course, careful not to 
speak above their breath and to keep eyes and ears con- 
stantly on the watch, so as to notice a danger so soon as 
it arose. Brighteye, after coughing gently to attract his 
comrade's attention, said, looking around him somewhat 
impatiently, — " Eh, eh ! the sky has grown enormously 
bright in the last few minutes, and the night is not so 
black; I hope the moon will not rise ere we reach our 
destination." 
" We have two liouia loeiot^ m^ et^ \)tta \BLSi^\5L t\&^^;* 
Don Miguel answered; "t\ia\.\»mQit^^«Ji^^^«»^-^ 
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*' You believe two hours will be sufficient ?'* 

" I am sure of it." 

''All the better then^ for I am not particularly fond 
of night walks." 

" It is not usual to take them." 

** Indeed, daring the forty years I have traversed the 
desert in every direction, this is only the second occasion 
of my indulging in a night walk." 

*' Nonsense!" 
' *' It is a fact ; the first time deserves mentioning." ' 

"How so ?" Don Miguel asked absently. 

*' The circumstances were almost similar ; I wanted 
to save a young girl, who had been carried off by the 
Indians. It was in 1835. I was then in the service of 
the Fur Company. The Blackfoot Indians, to avenge a 
trick played on them by a scamp of an employ^, hit on 
nothing better than surprising Mackenzie fort ; then — ^* 

** Listen !" Don Miguel said, seizing his arm. '^ Do 
you hear nothing ?" 

The Canadian, so suddenly interrupted in his story, 
which he believed this time he should really finish, did 
not, however, display any ill-temper, for he was accus- 
tomed to such mishaps ; he stopped, lay down on the 
ground, and listened attentively for two or three minutes, 
with the most sustained attention, and then rose, shak- 
ing his head contemptuously. '' They are coyotes shar* 
ing a deer," he said. 

" You are certain of it r" 

" You wiU soon hear them give tongue." In fact, the 
hunter had scarce finished speaking ete the repeated 
barking of the coyotes could be heard a short distance off. 

*' You hear," the Canadian said simply. 

"It is true," Don Miguel answered. 

Thej resumed their march. 
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" Is this the way ?" Brighteye said. " Tou remember 
what we agreed on, Don Miguel ? I trust entirely to you 
to get into the city, and I do not exactly see what -we 
shaU do." 

" I do not know much more myself," the young man 
responded. " I spent several hours to-day in carefolly 
examining the walls, and fancied I noticed a spot where 
it would be rather easy for us to pass." 
^^ " Hum !" Brighteye remarked. '* Your plan does not 
seem to me very good; it will probably result ia broken 
bones.'* 

" That is a chance to run." 

"Of course; but, without offence, I should prefer 
something else, if it be possible." 

" That prospect does not frighten you, I hope ?" 

" Not the least in the world. It is plain that the In- 
dians cannot kill me ; if they could, they would have 
done so long ago, seeing the time I have been in the 
desert." 

The young man could not refrain from laughing at the 
coolness with which his comrade emitted this singular 
opinion. " Well, then," he said, '* what reason have 
you to find fault with my plan ?" 

''^Because it is bad. If the Indians cannot kill me, 
that does not prove they will not wound me. Believe 
me. Don Miguel, let us be prudent : if one of ns is 
disabled at the start, what will become of the other ?" 

*' That is true ; but have you any other plan to pro- 
pose to me ?" 

" I think so." 

" Well, let me know it. If it be good, I will adopt 
it ; I am not at all sweet on myself." 

"Good; canyousmmV' 
"Why ask?" 
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" Answer first, and then Til tell you." 

" I swim like a sturgeon.** 

"And I like an otter ; we are well paired. Now, 
pay attention to what I am going to say." 

" Move ahead." 

" You see that river a little to my right, I suppose ?** 

''Of course." 

" Very good. That river intersects the city, I rather 
think." 

"Yes." 

" Supposing that the Redskins are acquainted with 
our arrival in these parts, on which side will they appre- 
hend an attack ?" 

" From the plain, evidently. That is common sense." 

" All the better. So the walls will be furnished with 
sentries, watching the plain, while the river, whence 
they fear no danger, will be perfectly deserted." 

" That is true," Don Miguel said, striking his fore- 
head ; " I did not think of that.*' 

" Pteple cannot think of everything," Brighteye ob- 
served philosophically. 

" My worthy friend, I thank you for that idea. Now 
we are certain of entering the city." 

" You had better not holloa till you are out But 

you know the proverb. Still, nothing will prevent us 
trying." 

They at once diverged to the left, in the direction of 
the river, which they reached after a quarter of an hour's 
march. The banks were deserted. ^ The river, calm as 
a mirror, looked like a wide silver ribbon. "Now," 
Brighteye continued, " we need not hurry ; although 
we can swim, we will reserve that expedient till others 
fail us. Examine all the shrubs on one side^ TRbiL& ^ 
do BO on the other. I am. fst&dH^ xc^Va^^s^^ ^^ "^^ ^^^s^ 
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find a canoe somewhere." The hunter's previsions did 
not deceive him. After a few minutes' search, they 
found a canoe hidden beneath a quantity of leaves in the 
midst of a thicket of lentises and floripondios ; the pad- 
dles were concealed a short distance away, 

We have already described to the reader the mode 
adopted by the Indians in building their boats, which, 
among other advantages, possesses that of lightness. 
Brighteye took the paddles. Don Miguel put the canoe 
on his back, and in a few minutes it was afloat. *' l^ow 
let us get in," Brighteye said. 

" A moment," Don Miguel observed ; *' let us muffle 
the paddles, to prevent noise." 

Brighteye shrugged his shoulders. ''Do not let us 
be too clever," he said, " for that would injure us. If 
there are Indians about, they will see the canoe ; if 
they do not at the same time hear the sound of pad- 
dles, they will suspect a trap, and try to detect the trick. 
No, no, let me alone ; lay yourself in the bottom of the 
canoe : fortunately for us it is small, and the Kedskins 
will never suppose that so small a boat, pulled by one 
mau, would have the pretension of surprising them. 
That which relatively makes the security of our expe- 
dition, you must not forget, is its rashness, even mad- 
ness. Only Palefaces can hit on such crack-brained 
schemes. I remember, in 1835, as I was telling 
you " 

** Let us be off," Don Miguel interrupted, as he 
jumped into the can^e, in the middle of which he laid 
himself down, in accordance with his comrade's instruc- 
tions. The latter followed him with a toss of the head, 
and took up the paddles, which he only employed, how- 
ever, with an affected caieV^^wivfe^'ft^ ^hich gave the boat 
a Blow and measuced movem^u^.. 
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'-■ *' Look you," the hunter continued, " with the 
vay we are moving, if there are any of those red 
devils on the watch, they will certainly take me for 
one of their comrades out fishing late» and returning 
to his calliJ^ 

Still, hy degrees, and almost imperceptibly, the hunter 
increased his speed, so that within half an hour they 
attained a certain degree of speed, not great enough, how- 
ever, to arouse suspicions. They then went on for about an 
hour, and at length entered the city. But if they had 
expected to land unnoticed, they were mistaken. Near 
the bridge, the place where a number of pulled-up 
canoes showed that the Indians were in the habit of 
stopping, Brighteye perceived a sentry leaning on his 
long lance and watching them. The Canadian took a 
glance around, and assured himself that the sentry was 
alone. " Good I" he muttered to himself; '^ if there's 
only one, it will not be a long matter." 

Then he explained to Don Miguel what the matter 
was, to which the latter answered a few words. 

'' Listen," the hunter said, drawing himself up, '' that 
is the only way." 

And he steered the canoe straight toward the sentry. 
So soon as the Canadian was within hail — ^^ Wah !" 
the Indian said, ''my brother returns very late to 
Quiepaa Tani ; everybody is asleep." 

" That is true," Brighteye answered, in the language 
employed by the sentry ; '' but I have brought in some 
splendid fish." 

** Eh ?" the warrior remarked, seriously ; " can I see 
them?". 

''Not only can my brother see them," the Canadian 
answered, graciously, " but I authorize him ta ^^\&^ 
anj one he pleases.** 
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*' Och ! my brother has an open hand. The Wacon- 
dah will never allow it to be empt/. I accept my bro- 
ther's offering." 

'*Hum!*' Brighteye muttered, ''it is astonishing 
how the poor devil takes . the bait. He does not at all 
sucfpect that he is the fish." 

And with this philosophical reflection he continued 
his progress. Soon after, the canoe grated on the sand. 
The Indian, affected by the Canadian's deceptiye offer, 
would not be beaten by him in politeness, so he seized 
the side of the boat and began pulling it up. *' Wah !" 
he said, *^ my brother has had a fine fishing, for the 
canoe is very heavy." 

While saying this, he bent down to get a better hold, 
and began trying anew. But he had no time; Bon 
Miguel bounded from the boat, and, clubbing his rifle, 
dealt a terrible blow of the butt on the wretched In« 
dian's skulL The poof sentry was kUled at once, and 
rolled on the sand without uttering a cry. 

" There !" Brighteye cried, as he got out in his turn, 
'* that man, at any rate, wiU not denounce us." 

" We must get rid of him now," Don Miguel observed. 

" That will not take long." 

The implacable hunter then selected a heavy stone, 
placed it in the Eedskin's fressado, and let him glide 
softly into the water. So soon as this was effected, and 
every trace of the murder was removed, they drew the 
canoe on land by the side of the others, and prepared to 
start. At this moment the real difficulties of the enter- 
prise began for them. How should they find their way 
in a strange city in the dark ? . When and how to find 
Marksman ? These two questions seemed equally im- 
possible of solution. 
*' Wah!" Brighteye at \^ii^\)EL ^«v.^, ^'\\*ToasS^\i^\is^ 
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more difficult to follow a trail in a city than on a plain. 
Let us try." 

** The first thing is to get away firom here as soon as 
possible." 

" Yes, the place is not healthy for us ; but suppose 
we try to find the great square. There people gene- 
rally expect to get useful information." 

'' At this hour ? That seems to me rather difficult." 

" On the contrary. We will hide till daybreak. The 
first Eedskin who passes within reach we will oblige to 
give us news of our friend. A great physician, like 
him, must be well known, hang it all/' he added, with 
a laugh, a gaiety which Don Miguel shared with all his 
heart. 

Singular was the carelessness and recklessness of 
these two men ; in the centre of a city they had en- 
tered by killing one of its inhabitants, where they knew 
they would meet only enemies, and where dangers were, 
on all sides, hanging over their heads, they still found 
themselves as much at their ease as if they had been 
among Mends, and laughed and jested together, just as 
if their position was the most agreeable in the world. 

" Well," Brighteye continued, '' we are in a very tidy 
labyrinth. Do you not think with me that there is a 
frightful smell of broken bones about here ?" 

'^ Who knows ? Perhaps we shall get out of it better 
than we fancy." 

'' One thing is certain, we shall soon know all about it." 

'' Let us take that street in front of us. It is wide 
and well laid. Something tells me it will lead us right." 

'' Heaven's mercy ! that is as good as another." 

The hunters entered the street a-head of them; Acci- 
dent had served them well. After ten minutes' ^rolk^ 
they found themselves at Oie «ii\x«sxfifo ^V K^^ ^g^ji^^ 
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square. "There," Brighteye said, in a tone of de- 
light, " luck is with us. We cannot complain ; besides, 
it must be so. Accident always favours madmen, and 
in that character we can claim its entire sympathy." 

" Silence !" Don Miguel said, sharply, ** there is some 
one." 

"Where?" 

The young man extended his arm in the direction of 
the Temple of the Sun. " Look !" he cried. 

" So there is," Brighteye muttered, a moment later, 
" but that appears to be doing like us. He is evidently 
on the watch. What reason can he have for being up 
so late?" 

After arranging, in a few words, the two adventurers 
separated, and crept, from di^erent sides, toward the 
night watcher, hiding themselves, as well as they could, 
in the shadow, which was not an easy task. The moon 
had risen some time previously, and spread a weak light, 
it is true, but sufficient to let objects be distinguished 
for a considerable distance. The man on whom the ad- 
venturers were advancing still remained motionless at 
the spot where they had seen him ; his body bent for- 
ward, his ear leant against the door of the temple, he 
seemed to be listening carefully. Don Miguel and 
Brighteye were not more than six paces off, and were 
preparing to rush on him, when he suddenly threw 
himself up. They with difficulty suppressed a cry of 
surprise. "Flying Eagle!" they muttered. But al- 
though they spoke so low, the other heard them, and 
immediately sounded the darkness with a piercing glance. 

** Wah !" he said, on perceiving the two men, and 
resolutely advanced. ' 

The adventutetB left the shadow that protected 
them, and waited, ^lieu 'E^^m^ ^^^^ V^^ wcv^;^ 
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almost close to them—" It is I," Don Miguel said to 
him. 

" And I," Brighteye added. 

The Comanche, Chief fell back in a state of stupefac- 
tion impossible to describe. " The grey-head here !" he 
exclaimed. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE GfiEAT MEDICINS. 

As we. have stated, Marksman, after leading Red Wolf 
to the door of the temple, and seeing him retire, re- 
entered the sanctuary, closing the door after him. The 
Comanche Chief was awaiting him, with shoulder lean- 
ing against the wall, and folded arms. " Thanks for 
your help, Chief," he said ; " without you I was lost.** 

"For a long time," the Indian replied, "Flying 
Eagle was hearing, though invisible, his brother's con- 
versation with Red Wolf#" 

" Well, we have got rid of him for a long time ; I 
hope, now, nothing will occur to mar our plans or pre- 
vent their success." 

The warrior shook his head in contradiction. 

" Do you doubt it. Chief?" the hunter asked. 

" I doubt it more than ever." 

" Why so, when everything is going on as well as we 
can desire, when all obstacles are levelled before usr" 

" Och ! obstacles itre levelled, but others greater and 
more difficult to overcome arise immediately." 

" I do not understand you. Chief. Have you any ill 
news to tell me? If so, speak quickly, for time is 
precious." 

" My brother shall judge," the Chief said, ausL^b^* 
Then tit/rning half away, lie cVa^^^^ \3^ "WcsA *Ctas\sifc* 
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As if this inoffensiye signal had the power to call up 
phantoms, two men instantaneously emerged from the 
shadow, and appeared before the hunter's astonished 
eyes. Marksman looked at them for a moment, and 
then clasped his hand with surprise, muttering, " Bright- 
eye and Don Miguel here ! Mercy ! what will become 
of us?" 

" Is that the way you receive us, my friend ?" Don 
Miguel asked, affectionately. 

** In Heaven's name what have you come here for ? 
What evil inspiration urged you to join me when all 
was going on so well, and success, I may say, was in- 
sured ?" 

" We have not come to cross your plans ; on the con- 
trary, alarmed by the thought of your being among 
these demons, we wished to see you and help you, were 
that possible.*' 

" I thank you for your good intentions. Unfortu- 
nately, they are more injurious than useful, under pre- 
sent circumstances. But how did you manage to enter 
the city?'' 

" Oh, very easily," Brighteye answered, and he told 
in a few words how they had found them. The hunter 
shook his head. 

" It was a bold action," he said, ** and I must allow 
that it was well carried out. But how does it profit you 
to have incurred such perils ? greater ones await you 
here — profitless, and of no advantage to us." 

" Perhaps so ; but whatever happens," Don Miguel 
answered firmly, "you understand that I have not 
blindly exposed myself to all these dangers without a 
very powerful motive." 

"I suppose bo; but I try in vain to discover the mo- 
tive." 
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" You need not search long. I will tell you.'' 

'' Speak r' 

*' I must — ^you understand, I hope, old fellow/' he 
said, laying a stress on each syllable — **I must see 
Dona Laura.'* 

'' See Dona Laura ! it is impossible," Marksman ex- 
claimed. 

" I know nothing about impossibility ; but this I know, 
that I will see her.'* 

"You are mad, on my soul, Don Miguel; it is im- 
possible, I tell you." 

The adventurer shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. 
" I repeat that I will sfee her," he said, with resolution ; 
" even if, to reach her, I were compelled to wade in 
blood up to my waist ; I insist on it, and it shall be so.' 

" But what will you do ?" 

" I do not know, and care little. If you refuse to help 
me, well, Brighteye and I will find means, will we not, 
old comrade ?'* 

" It is certain, Don Miguel," the latter answered, in 
the placid tone habitual to him, " that I shall not leave 
you in the lurch. As to finding a plan of reaching the 
captives, we shall find it, but I will not answer that it 
is a good one though," 

There was a lengthened silence. Marksman was 
startled at Don Miguel's resolution, which he knew to 
be unbinding ; he calculated mentally the chances, good 
and bad, which the young man's untoward arrival of. 
fered for the success of his schemes. At last he took 
the word. *'I will not try," he said to Don Miguel, 
"any longer to dissuade you from attempting to see the 
maidens ; I have known you long enough to feel that it 
would be useless, and that my arguments ^<iwL^ ^x^- 
J, only urge you to comm.it an aa\. ol Hsxevs^fc^^^sJ^^ 

Ti Ti "i* 
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insanity. I therefore take upon myself to lead you to 
Dona Laura.'* 

*' You promise it ?" the young man exclaimed quickly. 

" Yes ; but on one condition." 

" Speak ! whatever it be I accept it." 

"Good; when the moment arrives, I will let you 
know it ; but take my advice, and ask Flying Eagle to^ 
perfect your disguise; in the way you and Brighteye are 
dressed at this moment, you could not take a step in the 
city without being recognized. Ifow I leave you, for 
day has broken, and I must go to the High Priest ; I 
leave you in charge of Flying Eagle ; follow his instruc- 
tions carefully, for you stake the life, not only of your- 
self, but of those you desire to save." 

The young man shivered at the thought. ** I will 
obey you," he said, " but you will keep your promise?" 

" I will keep it this very day." 

After whispering a few words to Flying Eagle, Marks- 
man left the three men in the temple and went out. 

The Amantzin was preparing to go to the temple at 
the moment the hunter entered his palace. Atoyac, 
curious like the true Indian he was, had not left the 
High Priest since the previous evening, in order to be 
present at the medicine man's second visit, which, 
judging from the first, he assumed would be very inte- 
resting. The hunter returned, accompanied by the 
Amantzin, who was his shadow, to the maidens' apart- 
ment. He then attained the certainty that Dona Laura 
could without inconvenience support the fatigue of being 
carried out of the Palace of the Virgins of the Sun. The 
girl had, with the hope of a speedy deliverance, re- 
gained her strength, and the disease which undermined 
her had disappeared, aa \i b^ enchantment. As for 
Xuisa, more dubious, -w^ieu^iJci^^aAi^^fv^ iLa^vt^WJsst 
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the hunter demanded to be left alone with his patients), 
she said to the Canadian — " We shall be ready to follow 
you when you order, Marksman, but on one condition." 

" How a condition ?" the hunter exclaimed. Then 
he added, mentally, ** What is the meaning of this ? 
Am I to meet obstacles on all sides ? Speak, Mna," he 
continued, '' I am listening to you." 

" Pardon any apparent harshness in my words, we 
do not doubt your loyalty. Heaven guard us from it 
still." 

"You do distrust me," the hunter interrupted, in a 
tone of chagrin. " However, 1 ought to expect it, for 
you both know me too little to put faith in me." 

" Alas !" Dona Laura said. " Such is the misfortune 
of our position, that, in spite of ourselves, we tremble 
to meet traitors on all sides." 

^'That miserable Addick, to whom Don Miguel 
trusted," Dona Luisa added, '* how has he behaved to 
nsT' 

" That is tx3ie ; you are obliged to speak so ! What 
can I do to prove to you certainly that you can place 
full and entire confidence in me ?" The maidens blushed, 
and looked at each other with hesitation. " Come," the 
hunter said, simply, " I will remove all your doubts. 
This evening I will see you again, an^ a man will ac- 
company me who, I believe, will be able to convince 
you." 

" Whom do you mean ?" Dona Laura asked quickly. 
" Don Miguel ?" 

" He will come ?" the maidens exclaimed, simultane- 
ously. 

" This evening, I promise you." 

The girls threw themselves into each Qtk<&i'% ^sxsw% \Rk 
hide their blushes and confosioTi. T\ife\£Q»^x^'^SX«st^?!S^- 
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miring the graceful group for a moment, went out, say- 
ing in a soft and sympathetic voice,—" This evening." 

The Amantzin and Atoyac were impatiently awaiting 
the result of the visit in the vestibule of the palace* 
When the hunter joined them, and the High Priest be- 
gan questioning him as to the condition of the pati^its, 
he seemed to reflect for a moment, then answered in a 
grave voice—" My father is a wise man ; nothing equals 
his knowledge ; his heart can repose, for his captives 
will soon be delivered from the evil spirit that possesses 
them." 

" My father speaks the truth ?" the Amantzin asked, 
trying to read in the medicine man's face the degree of 
credit he should give him. 

But the latter was impenetrable. "Listen," lie an- 
swered, " to what the Great Spirit revealed to me during 
the night ; at this moment a Tlacateotzin from a remote 
hut has arrived at the city ; I do not know him, I never 
heard his name before this day ; it is this divine man 
who must aid us in saving the sick maidens. He alone 
knows what remedies must be administered to them." 

"Still," the High Priest said, with an accent of ill- 
boded suspicion, " my father has given us proofe of his 
immense learning, why does he not finish alone what he 
has so well begi^ ?" 

" I am a simple man, whose strength resides in the 
protection the Wacondah grants me. He has revealed 
to me the means to restore health to the sufferers ; I 
must obey." 

The High Priest bowed submissively, and requested 
the hunter to confide to him what he proposed doing. 

" The unknown Tlacateotzin will tell that to my father 
when he has seen t^e ca.^\i\N%» " Marksman answered, 
'* but he will not \iave lon^ \.o ^«i\« Yi^^SJafc «^^\aas^ 



TBE GEEAT MEDICINE. 407 

of the divine man. Let my father admit him without 
delay." 

Exactly at this moment several hlows were struck on 
the outer door. The High Priest, subdued by the hun- 
ter's assurance, hastened to open it. Don Miguel ap- 
peared ; thanks to Flying Eagle, he was unrecognizable. 
It is almostimnecessary to state that this scene had been 
arranged by the hunter and the Comanche Chief during 
the short conversation they had before separating. Don 
Miguel took a scrutinizing look around. '' Where are 
the sick persons I am ordered by the "Wacondah to deli- 
ver from the evil spirit ?" he said, in a stern voice. 

The High Priest and the hunter exchanged a glance 
of intelligence. The two Indians were confounded- 
The arrival of this man, so clearly predicted by Marks- 
man, appeared to them a prodigy. We will not describe 
the conversation that took place between Don Miguel 
and the maidens when they at length met ; we will re- 
strict ourselves to saying that, after an hour's visit, 
which elapsed to the young folks with the rapidity of a 
moment. Marksman succeeded, with great difficulty, in 
separating them, and returned with the adventurer to 
the High Priest, whose suspicions he feared to arouse. 

" Courage !** the hunter whispered during the walk, 
" all is going on well ; leave me to manage the rest." 

** Well ?'' the High Priest asked, so soon as they ap- 
peared. 

Marksman drew himself up majestically, and assuming 
a stem and imposing accent, said, " Listen to the words 
which the great Wacondah breathes in my chest and 
sends up to my lips ; this is what the divine man here 
present says : the two suns that follow this are of evil 
augury ; but on the evening of the thirds 'wViftSL '^^ 
moon spreads its beneficent Ai^Xit, tq^ wa.^'^'i "^-^^^^^^^^ 
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AtoyaCy will take the skin of a vicuna, which my father, 
the venerated Amantzin, of Quiepaa Tani, will kill in 
the arena, which he will bless in the name of Teotl ;* 
he will spread this skin on the top of a hillock, which 
is a little way out of the city, in order that the evil 
spirit, on issuing from the maidens, may not enter any 
of the inhabitants, and then lead the captives to the 
spot where the skin is stretched out." 

*' One of them, though," the High Priest remarked, 
*^ is incapable of leaving the hammock on which h^ 
body reposes." 

** The wisdom of my son dwells in each of his words ; 
but he may reassure himself the Wacondah will give 
the necessary strength to those he wishes to save." 

The Amantzin was restrained to bow before this nn- 
answerable argument. 

** When what I have explained to my father is done," 
the Canadian continued, imperturbably, '' he will choose 
four of the bravest warriors of his nation to help him in 
guarding his captives during the night. And after I 
have given the Amantzin and the men who accompany 
him a liquor to drink, which will protect them from all 
evil influences, my brother, the divine Tlacateotzin, will 
expel the wipked spirit that torments the Pale women." 

The High Priest and the Sachem listened silently, 
and seemed to be reflecting. The Canadian perceived it, 
and hastened to add, " Although the Wacondah assists 
us, and gives us the necessary power to conquer, stiU it 
is necessary that my brother, the Amantzin, and the 
four weirriors he selects, should pass the night preceding 
the great medicine with us in the sanctuary. Atoyac 
will give, as an offering to the Wacondah, twenty full 
cavales to the wise Amantzvn. "^vll m^ brother do so ?" 
* The gtea\. "navVaioTni Qiq^. 
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"Hum !" the Indian said, but little flattered by the 
preference, " if I do so, what shall I gain by it ?*' 

Marksman looked at him flxedly. '' The acoomplish- 
ment before the second moon," he answered, *' of the 
project which Atoyac has ripened so long in l\is mind." 

The hunter spoke haphazard ; still, it seemed that the 
blow had told, for the Sachem answered, with consider- 
abje agitation, " I will do it." 

"My father is a wise man," the High Priest said, his 
brow having brightened when the hunter spoke of the 
oflTering of the twenty cavales ; " may the Wacondah 
protect him." 

" My son is kind," the Canadian contented himself 
with answering, and took leave of the two men. 

On the square. Flying Eagle and Brighteye were 
awaiting the coming out of the two adventurers. "While 
proceeding towards their host's callt, Marksman ex« 
plained his plan in its fullest details to his comrades. 
I^othing could be more simple, though, than his scheme, 
for it consisted in carrying off the maidens so soon as 
they were placed on the mound. This was the only 
possible chance of success, for they could not dream of 
employing force to get them out of the Palace of the 
Virgins of the Sun. The delay of three days, fixed by 
Marksman before attempting his plan, was necessary, in 
order to send Plying Eagle off to his tribe, to fetch the 
reinforcements they would doubtless greatly need during 
the pursuit that must ensue on the rape. Brighteye, at 
the same time, would leave the city to warn the Gam- 
businos of the day selected, so as to avoid any misun- 
derstanding, and place the hunters in good positions. 

The same evening. Plying Eagle, Eglantine, and 
Brighteye, as had been arranged, got into Red Wol£'«» 
canoe, who was waiting neat \)aft \i^^<^% fesS^Rst *^^ 
orders be received from M.at^m'axi,'^"^«»i«^'^^^^ *^ 
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remain in the Gambusino's camp, while Flying Eagle, 
mounted on the famous barb he had fortunately inherited 
from Don Estevan, would proceed with all speed to his 
tribe. When Don Miguel and Marksman had seen their 
comrades safely off, they returned to Atoyac's cabin. 
The worthy Sachem, though he felt very angry at the 
tax of twenty cavales they had put on him, receiYtd 
them most cordially, not daring to infringe the laws.of 
hospitality when dealing with men so powerful as the 
two physicians. While conversing, he told them that 
Addick and Red Wolf had disappeared from the city, no 
one kDowiug what had become of them. As for Eed 
Wolf, the hunters knew all about ifc, so his departure 
did not trouble them ; but it was not the same with 
Addick, who, as their host told them, set out at the 
head of a powerful war party. They suspected that 
the young Chief had gone to join Don Estevan, which 
urged them to double their prudence, for they expected 
some perfidious machination from these two men. 

The three days passed away in visits to the maidens 
and prayers in the Temple of the Sun. Still, the time 
seemed very long to Don Miguel and the ladies, who 
constantly trembled lest a fortuitous accident should 
disturb the well-arranged plan for their deliverance. 
The last day, Marksman and Don Miguel were convers- 
ing, as they had grown accustomed to do, with Dona 
Laura and Dona Luisa, while recommending a passive 
obedience to all their injunctions, when they fancied they 
heard a rustling at the door of the apartment preceding 
that in which the prisoners were confined. Marksman, 
at once reassuming his borrowed face, opened the door, 
and found himself face to face with the High Priest, 
who stepped away mWi l\v^ embarrassed air of a man 
detected intlie satiBia-CilVoiv. ol \i\^ c«vmai\^?5v "^^^V^ 
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heard what the young people and the hunter had heen 
saying in Spanish ? Marksman^ after reflection, did not 
think so : still, he thought it prudent to recommend his 
comrades to he on their guard. 

This long day at length terminated, the sun set, and 
night arrived. All was ready for departure ; the cap- 
tives, each placed in a hammock, suspended from the 
shoulders of four vigorous slaves, were transported to 
the top of the mound chosen for the operation, and 
gently deposited in the vicuna skin. The High Priest, 
by Marksman's orders, stationed his warriors at the four 
cardinal points. He then uttered a few mysterious 
words, to which Don Miguel replied in a low voice, 
burnt some odoriferous grass, and bade the Indians and 
the High Priest kneel down to implore the unknown 
deity. 

Don Miguel, during this period, gazed on the city, 
trying to distinguish if anything extraordinary were oc- 
curring. All was calm. The deepest silence reigned 
over the place. The two hunters, who had also knelt, 
rose up. 

" Let my brothers redouble their prayers," Don Miguel 
said, in a hollow voice, " I am about to compel the evil 
spirit to retire from the captives." 

In spite of themselves, the maidens gave a start of 
terror at these words. Don Miguel did not seem to no- 
tice it, but made a sign to Marksman. ^* Let my brothers 
approach," the latter said. The sentinels had a hesi- 
tation that threatened to degenerate into terror on the 
slightest suspicious movement of the medicine-men. 
Don Miguel then proceeded : — " My brother and I," he 
said, " are about to return to prayer ; but to prevent the 
evil spirits seizing on you after leaving the cej^txi^^s^^^ss^ 
brother Two Babbits mil i^o\a ou\. lot ^"w^a. "?>. \ssscb. ^ 
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fire-water, prepared and gifted by the Wacondah with 
the virtue of saving those who drink it ttom the attacks 
of the evil spirit." 

The sentries were Apaches, At the word ' ' fire-water," 
their eyes sparkled with covetousness. Marksman then 
poured them out a large calabash of spirits, mixed with 
a strong dose of opium, which they swallowed at a 
draught, with unequivocal signa of pleasure. The High 
Priest alone seemed to hesitate, but at length made up 
his mind, and boldly emptied the cup, to the great relief 
of the hunters, whom his hesitation was beginning to 
alarm. 

*' l^ow !" the Canadian shouted, in a rough voice, " on 
your knees, all of you." 

The Apachds obeyed, Don Miguel imitating them. 
Marksman alone remained standing, while Don Miguel, 
with his arms stretched to the north, seemed ordering 
the evil spirit to retire; the Canadian began turning 
rapidly, while muttering incoherent words, which the 
adventurer repeated after him. After this, Don Miguel 
rose, and made an invocation. Twenty minutes had 
passed. During this period, an Indian fell, with his face 
to the ground, as if humbly prostrating himself. Soon 
a second did the same, then a third, then a fourth, and, 
lastly, the High Priest fell in his turn. The five Indians 
gave no signs of life. Marksman, to make sure, let the 
nearest man taste the point of his knife. The poor wretch 
did not stir ; the opium had produced in him and his 
comrades such an effect that their necks might have been 
twisted before they woke, 

Don Miguel then turned to the ladies, who were await- 
ing with ever-increasing perplexity the end of this scene. 
'TJy," he Bfidd, " ii 70U m^\i \o ^-a.^^ ^owi lives." 
He then seized Dona "Loax^ Ya. \i^a «cBia> *^caRi^ \ist 
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oyer his shoulders, took a pistol in his left hand, and 
dashed down the hill. Marksman, calmer than the young 
man, hegan hy imitating thrice the signal agreed on with 
his companions. At the expiration of a moment, which 
seemed to him an age, the same cry answered him« 
** Heaven he praised !" he exclaimed, " we are saved." 

He went towards Dona Lnisa, and wished to take her 
in his arms. 

** No," she said, with a smile, " I thank you, hut I 
am strong, and can walk." 

*' Come on, then, for heaven's sake." 

The girl rose. '* Go on," she said, ** I will follow 
you ; think of your own safety, I can defend myself." 
And she showed the hunter the pistols he gave her two 
months previously. 

"'Brave girl !" the hunter said ; " hut for all that, do 
not leave me." 

He made her go down in fh>nt of him, and both soon 
reached the foot of the mound. When about half-way 
to the forest, the hunters were obliged to stop, for the 
ladies, exhausted by fatigue and emotion, felt they could 
not go further. Suddenly a large party of horsemen, 
with Don Mariano, Brighteye, and Ruperto at their 
head, dashed at a gallop from the forest, and hurried 
towards them. 

" Ah !" Don Miguel said, with maddening joy, " I 
have really saved her, then !'* 

The maidens mounted the horses prepared for them 
beforehand, and were placed in the middle of the de- 
tachment. 

" My child ! my darling daughter !" Don Mariano 
repeated, as he covered her with kisses. 

The adventurer respected for a few minutes the ^eiLtL^ 
affection of the father and da\x^\fcT, ^V^c^ \sa^. '%si^ss^'^ 
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been sepfuriated, and never hoped to meet again. Two 
briny tears he could not check ran down his bronzed 
cheeks, and in the presence of happiness so perfect, he 
forgot for a minute that henceforth an insurmountable 
barrier was raised between himself and her he loved so 
much ; but soon regainiisg his spirits, and compre- 
hending the necessity of haste, he ordered — 

" Forward, forward ! we must not be surprised." 

All at once a siirister flash crossed the horizon ; a 
sharp whizz was heard, and a bullet crushed in the 
skull of a Gambusino, scarce a yard from Don MigueL 
Then a horrible yell, the war-cry of the Apaches, burst 
forth. 

*'Back, back!" Marksman exclaimed, "the Redskins 
are on us." 

The Gambusinos, burying their spurs in their 
horses' flanks, started at headlong speed. 



CHAPTER XL. : 

THE FINAL STETJGGLE. 

Maeksman was not mistaken. Two parties of Red- 
skins, one led by Addick and Don Estevan, the other 
by Atoyac, were pursuiog the Gambusinos. We will 
explain to the reader, in a few words, this apparent 
alliance ^between Addick and Atoyac. In the last 
chapter we stated that Marksman surprised the Amant- 
zin, listening at the door, and though the High Priest 
did not understand a word of Spanish, and consequently 
could not follow the conversation, still he evidenced a 
certain degree of animation which appeared to hixii sus- 
picious. Still, as he did not dare openly to oppose the 
ceremony of the gieal Tci^^mu^, "^V\Osi >5?^& \ici \aksb. 
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place in the same evening, he imparted his suspicions 
to Atoyac. The latter, already hadlj^ disposed towards 
the two men, feigned, however, to be astonished at the 
sudden doubts of the Amantzin, and treated them as 
visionary. But at length, as the old man ^pressed him, 
and seemed strongly persuaded that there was^some ma- 
chination hidden behind the jugglery of the self-called 
medicine-men, he consented to watch what occurred on 
the hillock, and be ready to hurry to the Amantzin's 
assistance, should he be the dupe of any trickery. This 
being properly arranged, so soon as the procession with 
the captives left Quiepaa Tani, Atoyac followed it with 
a band of warriors picked from his relatives and friends, 
and, on arriving at the foot of the mound, he clambered 
up it through the grass, prepared to see and hear all 
that occurred. On hearing the prayers of the few men, 
the Chief was on the point of regretting his coming. 
The noise of voices soon ceased, and Atoyac, supposing 
that muttered prayers were now goiug od, waited. 
Still, as the silence was prolonged, Atoyac determined 
to climb to the top of the mound, and was utterly as- 
tounded at finding only^ the Amantzin and the warriors 
lying on the ground. At first he believed they were 
dead, and summoned his comrades, who had remained 
at the bottom of the hill. The latter ran up at full 
speed, and lifted up the sleepers, whom they shook vio- 
lently, without being able to arouse them. Atoyac then 
guessed a portion of the truth ; he called to mind the 
signal he had heard, and not doubting that the fugitives 
had gone towards the forest, he rushed after them with 
a yell. Atoyac was the first to perceive the party, and 
he it was who fired the shot which killed the Gam- 
:^busino. But the position of the whites was becomix^^ 
critical ; for, on arriving at tti^ e^^<fe oi XXi^ lot^^^*^^ 
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found themselves suddenly stopped by Addick's party, 
which charged furiously. The ladies were in the centre 
of the Gambusinos, protected by Don Mariano and 
Brighteye, and hence were in comparative safety. 
While Marksman and Ruperto wheeled round to repulse 
the attack of Atoyac's warriors, and cover the retreat, 
Don Miguel, wielding a club, which he took from a 
wounded Apache, rushed into the thick of the fight 
with the leap of a tiger at bay. The combatants, who 
were too close together to employ their fire-arms, mur- 
dered each other with knives and lances, or with fearful 
blows of clubs and rifle butts. The fearful carnage 
lasted twenty minutes, excited by the savage yeHa of 
the Indians, and the no less savage shouts of the Gram- 
businos. At length, by a desperate effort, Don Miguel 
succeeded in bursting the human dyke that barred his 
progress, and rushed, followed by his comrades, through 
the wide and bloody gap he had opened, at the loss of 
ten of his most resolute men, leaving Marksman to op- 
pose the last efforts of the Eedskins. Don Miguel col- 
lected his men around him, and all hurried into the 
depths of the forest, when they speedily disappeared. 

At sunrise, the adventurers reached the grotto where 
they had once before sought shelter, and Don Miguel 
gave the order to halt. It was time. The horses, 
panting with fatigue, could scarce stand ; besides, what- 
ever diligence the Apaches might display, the adven- 
turers were a whole night in advance of them, hence 
they could take a few hours of indispensable rest. 

Marksman, who soon arrived with the rear-gnard, 
confirmed Don Miguel's views. The Redskins, ac- 
cording to his report, had suddenly returned towards the 
city. These news redoMW^^i tVve serenity of the adven- 
turers. While t\\e OOToNiw^vii^^, vev ^\^^t«!l\» ^cwxj^^^ 
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were preparing a meal, and attending to their wounds, 
and the maidens, who had retired into the grotto, were 
sleeping on a pile of fors and zarap^s, Don Miguel and 
the two Canadians were bathing, in order to remove the 
traces of Indian paint, and, after dressing in their proper 
elothes, they went to get a few minutes' necessary rest. 
Don Miguel alone entered the grotto. Eglantine, seated 
at the feet of the sleeping girls, lulled them gently with 
the plaintive melody of an Indian song. Don Mariano 
was asleep not far from his daughter. The young man 
tanked the Chiefs wife with a grateful smile, lay 
down across the entrance of the grotto, and fell asleep 
too, after assuring himself that sentries were watching 
the common safety. 

The first words of tiie maidens on awaking, were to 
thank their liberators. Don Mariano was never wearied 
of caressing his daughter, who was at length restored to 
him ; and he knew not how to express his gratitude to 
Don MigueL Dona Laura, with all the naive frankness 
,of a young heart, to which evasion is unknown, could 
not find words sufficiently strong to express to Don 
Miguel the happiness with which her heart overflowed. 
Dona Luisa alone remained gloomy and thoughtful. 
On seeing with what devotion and readiness Don Miguel, 
with no other interest than that of serving them, had 
so frequently risked his life, the maiden discovered the 
greatness and nobility of the adventurer's character; 
hence love entered her heart, the more violent because 
the object yet did not seem to perceive it. Love ren- 
ders persons clear*sighted. Dona Luisa soon under- 
stood why her companion continually boasted to her of 
the young man's generous qualities, and she guessed 
the secret passion they felt for each other. A cruel 
paDg gnawed her heart at ttna 4!«k«s<bs?3 % \si.^«wi. ^snS^ 

1^ ^ 
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she struggle against the horrible tortures of an unbridled 
jealousy, for she felt that Don Miguel would never love 
her. Still, the young girl yielded hopelessly to the 
chance of seeing and hearing the man for whom she 
would have gladly laid down her life. As for Bon 
Miguel, he heard nothing, saw nothing ; he was intoxi- 
cated with joy, and indulged in the voluptuous felicity 
with which Dona Laura's presence inundated him, as 
she sat, lovely and careless, between himself and her 
father. Fortunately, Marksman was not in love, and 
he saw clearly the dangers of the position. He sum- 
moned a council, in which it was resolved that they 
should proceed in all haste toward the nearest Mexican 
frontier, in order to place the ladies in safety, and 
escape from any pursuit on the part of the Indians. 
They must hasten, however, for, owing to an unlucky 
coincidence, it was that period of the year called by the 
Eedskins the " Moon of Mexico," and which they had 
selected for their periodical depredations on the frontiers 
of that hapless country. Marksman promised to reach 
the clearings in four days, by roads known to himself 
alone* 

They set out. The adventurers were not disturbed in 
their rapid flight, and, as Marksman had announced, on 
the afternoon of the fourth day the party crossed a ford 
of the Eio Gila and entered Sonora. As they advanced, 
however, on the Mexican territory, the hunter's brow 
grew gloomier, and the glances he turned in every di- 
rection denoted an anxious mind. The fact was, that 
the country, which should have appeared at this season 
so luxuriant in vegetation, looked so strange and deso- 
late as to chill the heart. The fields turned up and 
trampled by hoiaea* hoofe •, the ruins of burnt jacals, 
scattered here and tti^i^ *, ^^^^ ^-^'^i.^ -vx^ ^\» ^^^'^^V'stssi 
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mills must once have stood, evidenced that war had passed 
along the road, with all the horrors that march after it. 
Ahout two leagues off, the houses of a fortified pueblo 
an old presidio, could be seen glistening in the last 
beams of the sun. . All was calm in the vicinity ; but 
the calmness was that of death. Not a human being 
was visible; no unanada appeared on the desolated 
prairie ; the recua^ of the mules, the calls of the nenay 
could neither be seen nor heard. On all sides, a leaden 
silence, a mournful tranquillity, brooded over the scene, 
and imparted to it, in the gay light of the sun, a crush- 
ing aspect. Suddenly Brighteye, who rode a little 
a-head of the party, pulled up his horse, which had 
shied so violently as nearly to throw him, and looked 
down with a cry of surprise. Don Miguel and Marks- 
man hurried up to him. A frightful spectacle offered 
itself to the three men. At the bottom of a ditch that 
ran along the road, a pile of Spanish corpses lay pell- 
mell, horribly disfigured and stripped of their scalps. 
Don Miguel ordered a halt, not knowing whether to 
advance or retire ; it was permissible to doubt under 
such circumstances. If they pushed on to the presidio, 
it was probably deserted, or perhaps the Eedskins had 
seized on it. Still some determination must be formed 
within an hour. Don Miguel at length noticed a ruined 
hacienda about five miles to their right ; though pre- 
carious, the shelter it afforded was better than bivou- 
acking on the plain. The adventurers pushed on, and 
soon reached the farm. The hacienda bore traces of fire 
and devastation ; the cracked walls were blackened with 
smoke, the windows and doors broken in, and several 
male and female bodies, half consumed, were piled up 
in the patio. Don Miguel led the tremb\ixi% ^ci^ "^ 
a room, after the ruins choking \Jti^ evi\x«xia^'^^^^^'^'^ 
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removed ; then, after urging ihem not to leave it, he 
joined his companions, who, .under Brighteye's direc- 
tions, were settling themselves as well as they coold in 
the hacienda. Marksman had gone out scouting with 
Euperto. Don Mariano, excited by paternal love, had 
turned engineer, and with the help of a dozen adven- 
turers, was putting the house ^in the best state of de- 
fence possible. 

Like all Mexican frontier haciendas, this one was sur- 
rounded by a tall crenelated wall. Don Miguel had the 
gate blocked up ; then, returning to the house, he or- 
dered the doors and windows to be put in, had loopholes 
pierced, and placed sentries round the wall and on tiie 
azotia. After this,' he gave Brighteye the comniand of 
twelve resolute men, and ordered them to ambush behind 
a wood-covered mound, which rose about two hundred 
yards from the hacienda. He then counted his forces ; 
including Don Mariano and his two servants, he had but 
twenty-one men with him ; but they were adventurers, 
determined to die to the last man rather than surrender. 
Don Miguel did not lose all hope, and when these pre- 
cautions were taken, he waited. Ruperto soon arrived, 
and his report was not reassuring. 

The Redskins had seized the presidio by surprise. The 
town had been plundered, then abandoned ; it was com- 
pletely deserted. Numerous parties of Apaches were 
visible in all directions, and it seemed certain that the 
adventurers could not proceed a league from the hacienda 
without falliog into an ambuscade. 

Marksman at length arrived. He brought with him 
forty Mexican soldiers and peasants, who had been wan- 
dering about at hazard for two days, at the risk of being 
surprised by the"Rftd«J\LY[i^^\j\iQ i^ltileaaly massacred every 
white man who ie\Vm\»\)Di^\xV«si^* ^Q\iW\i5g;xs^^5bS5s^ 
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received this unexpected help — a reinforcement of forty 
men was not to be despised, especially as they were all 
armed, and capable of doing good service. Marksman, 
as a good forager, also brought with him several mules 
laden with provisions. The worthy Canadian thought 
of everything, and nothing escaped him. When the men 
had been stationed at the spots most exposed to a sur- 
prise, Don Miguel and Marksman ascended the azotia, 
to have a look at the neighbourhood. 

Nothing had changed ; the plain was still deserted. 
The calm was of evil augury. The sun set in a mass of 
red vapour ; the light suddenly lessened, and night ar- 
rived, with its darkness and its mysteries. Don Miguel, 
leaving the Canadian alone, went down to the apartment 
which served as a refage to the three females. The ladies 
were seated, sad and silent. 

Eglantine walked up to him. 

" What does my sister want ?" the young man asked. 

^* Eglantipe wishes to go," she answered, in her soft 
voice. 

*' What, go !'* he exclaimed, in surprise ; " it is im« 
possible. The night is dark ; my sister would run too 
much danger on the plain ; the calcis of her tribe are 
far away on the prairie." 

Eglantine assumed her usual pout as she shook her 
head. ''Eglantine will go," she said, impatiently. 
"My brother will give her a horse; she must join 
Plying Eagle." 

"Alas! my poor girl, Elying Eagle is far away at 
this moment^ I am afraid ; you will not find him." 

The girl raised her head quickly. 'Tlying Eagle 
does not desert his Mends," she said; "he is a great 
chief. Eglantine is proud to be his squaw. Let mY 
brother suffer her to go. '£i|g^asdo&i^ \m» xslV^ X^sss^ 
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a little bird, that sings softly, and tells her where the 
Sachem is." 

Don Miguel suffered from considerable perplexity; 
he could not consent to what the Indian girl asked him ; 
he felt a repugnance to abandon the woman who had 
given them so many proofs of devotion since she had 
been among them. At this moment he felt a tap on 
his shoulder; he turned, and saw Marksman. ''Let 
her go," he said ; " she knows better than we do why 
she acts thus. The Bedskins never do anything with- 
out a reason. Come, dear child, I will accompany you 
to the gate, and give you a horse." 

^*Go, then," Don Miguel said; "but remember that 
you leave us against my wish." 

Eglantine smiled, and kissed the two ladies, merely 
whispering one word to them — " Courage !" 

Then she followed Marksman. 

" Poor, good creature !" Don Miguel muttered ; ** she 
wants to try and be of use to us again, I feel con- 
vinced." Then he turned to the ladies. " Ninas," he 
said to them, *' regain your courage. We are numerous. 
To-morrow, at sunrise, we shall start again, with no 
fear of being disturbed by the Indian marauders." 

" Don Miguel," Dona Laura answered, with a sad 
smile, " you will try in vain to reassure us. We heard 
what the men said to each other : they are expecting an 
attack." 

" Why not be frank with us, Don Miguel ?'* Dona 
Luisa added. ** It is better to tell us openly in what 
position we are, and to what we are exposed." 

"Good heavens! do I know it myself ?" he replied. 
** I have taken all the necessary precautions to defend 
the hacienda to &e\aa\,ex\xen^t^,\iut I trust that our 
trail will not "be fliacio^et^^.^* 
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" You are deceiving us again," Dona Laura said, in a 
reproachful voice, so gentle that it went straight to the 
young man's heart. 

" Besides," the adventurer continued, not wishing to 
answer the interruption, " be certain, senoritas, that, in 
case of an attack, we shall all die, my comrades and 
myself, ere an Apache can cross the threshold of this 
door." 

** The Apaches !" the maidens exclaimed, for the re- 
collection of their captivity was still quivering in their 
heart, and they trembled at the mere thought of falling 
into their hands again. Still, this movement of terror 
did not last an instant. Dona Laura's face immediately 
assumed the angelic expression habitual to it, and she 
answered Don Miguel with the softest possible intona- 
tion in her voice. 

*' We have faith in you ; we know that you will do 
all that is humanly possible to save us. We thank you 
for your devotion; we know that our fate is in the 
hands of God, and we place confidence in Him. Act 
like a man, Don Miguel. Do not trouble about us fur- 
ther, but, I implore you, watch over my father." 

" Yes,*' Dona Luisa added, '* do your duty bravely ; 
for our part, we will do ours." 

Don Miguel looked without understanding her* She 
smiled and blushed, but said no more. The young man 
seemed desirous to say a few words, but, after a mo- 
ment's hesitation, he bowed respectfully and left th# 
room. Laura and Luisa then threw themselves in each 
other's arms, and embraced tenderly. 

When Don Miguel entered the patio, Marksman 
walked up to him, and pointed to several rows of black 
dots, apparently crawling in the direction of the bflu^v- 
jenda. " look !" he said, drily. 
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'* They are Eedskins !" Don Migael exdaimed. 

" I hare seen them for the last ten minutes,*' the 
hunter continued ; *' but we have time yet to prepare 
for their reception. They will not be here for an hour.'* 

In truth, an hour passed away in this state of hor- 
rible expectation. Suddenly the hideous head of an 
Apache appeared over the door of the court, and looked 
furiously down into the patio. 

" No one can form an idea how impudent these In- 
dians are," Marksman said, with a grin ; and, raising 
his axe, the body of the Apache rolled outside, while 
his head fell, with grinning teeth, almost at Don Mi- 
guel's feet. 

Several attempts of the same nature, made at various 
spots, were repulsed with equal success. Then the Apa- 
ches, who had flattered themselves with the idea of find- 
ing the whites asleep, seeing, on the contrary, how badly 
they were received, uttered their war-yell, and rising 
tumultuously from the ground, where they had been 
hitherto crawling, rushed toward the wall, which thay 
tried to escalade on all sides at once. 

A ball of fire flashed from the hacienda, and a shower 
of bullets greeted them. Many fell; but the 'impetus 
of the charge was not felt. A jfresh discharge at point- 
blank raDge was impotent to repulse them, although it 
caused them enormous losses. The attackers and at- 
tacked were soon fighting hand to hand. It was an 
atrocious medley, a horrible carnage, in which the hands 
were only unclutched by death, and in which the con- 
quered, after dragging his conqueror down with him, 
strangled him in a last convulsion. For more than half- 
an-hour it was impossible to recognize each other ; the 
ri£es, the lances, t\ie oito^ft, ^sA TsvascXit^^ ^txokes were 
interchanged -witti -j^iodigioxxa ica^\^\'c^ • k\. Viwg^ *^%k 
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Indians fell back ; the wall was not yet escaladed. It 
was but a short time ; the Redskins returned almost im- 
mediately to the charge, and the struggle recommenced 
with heightened fury. This timci in spite of the prodi- 
gies of valour performed by the adventurers, they were 
driven in by the mass of enemies that surrounded them, 
and compelled to fall back on the house, contending 
every inch of ground ; but now the resistance could not 
last long. 

All at once shouts were heard in the rear of the In- 
dians, and Brighteye poured on them like an avalanche 
at the head of his party. The Eedskins, surprised and 
alarmed at this imforeseen attack, gave way in disorder, 
and dispersed over the plain. Don Miguel rushed for- 
wa^, at the head of twenty men, to support Brighteye, 
and complete the defeat of the Indiana* The adven- 
turers pursued the Apaches, whom they furiously mas- 
sacred; but all at once Don Miguel uttered a cry of 
surprise and rage. While he had been led away in pursuit 
of the Apaches, other Indians, suddenly springing up in 
the space left free, rushed at the hacienda. The Gam- 
bttfiinoB turned their horses round, and retraced their steps 
at full gtUlop. It was too late. The hacienda was in- 
vaded. The combat then became a horrible carnage — a 
nameless butchery. In the midst of the Apaches, Atoyac, 
Addick) and Don Estevan seemed to be multiplied, so 
rapid were their blows, so aroused was their fury. On 
the highest step of the flight leading into the interior of 
the house, Don Mariano and some Gambusinos he had 
rallied were desperately resisting the repeated attacks of 
a swarm of Indians. Suddenly a bloody veil was spread 
before Don Miguel's eyes ; a cold perspiration poured 
down his face; the Apaches had forced the eiLtcoss.^^ 
imd were inundating the lioxxB^.. 



426 THE IITDIAN BCOUT. ^ 

" Forward ! Forward !" Don Leo howled, throwing 
himself headlong into the medley. 

" Forward!" Brighteye and Marksman repeated. 

At this moment the two maidens appeared at the 
windows, closely pursued by the Eedskins, who seized 
them in their arms, and carried them oflP, in spite of 
their shrieks and resistaoce. All was lost ! At this 
supreme moment, the war-cry of the Comanches burst 
on the air, and a cloud of warriors, at the head of whom 
Flying Eagle galloped, fell like a thunderbolt on the 
Apaches, who believed themselves the victors. Sur- 
rounded on all sides at once, after a heroic resistance, the 
latter were compelled to give ground, and seek safety in 
flight. The adventurers were saved at the moment 
when they believed nothing was left them but to die, 
not^to fall alive into the hiinds of their ferocious enemies. 

H» S|i 5j* tP 4P 



THE EPILOGUE. 
Two hours later, the sun as it rose shone on a touching 
scene in that hacienda which had been the scene of so 
obstinate a contest. 

The adventurers and the Comanche warriors, who ar- 
rived so fortunately for them, hastily removed, as far as 
was possible, the traces of the combat. The bodies of 
those who had fallen were piled up in a retired comer of 
the patio, and covered with straw. Comanche sentries 
guarded some twenty Apache prisoners, and the adven- 
turers were busy, some bandaging their wounds, others 
digging wide trenches to inter the dead. 

Under the Baguou oi \)[i^ \iQit^^,^^NQ taan and a woman 
had been laid on tm^aoB oi ^Xx^-^^ ^Q^^T^^^^Ss^Taxaj^^ 
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The woman was dead ; it was Dona Luisa. The poor 
child, whose life had only been one long self denial and 
continued devotion, was killed by Don Estevan, at the 
moment she blew out the brains of Addick, who was 
carrying off Dona Laura. The two men were Don 
Mariano and Brighteye. Don Miguel and Laura were 
standing on either side of the old gentleman, anxiously 
watching for the moment when he should open his eyes. 

Marksman, sad, and with a pale brow, was bending 
over his old comrade, who was on the point of death. 

'' Courage !" he said to him ; '^ courage, brother, it is 
nothing." 

The Canadian tried to smile. " Hum ! I know what 
it is," he said in a broken voice ; "I have ten minutes 
left at the most, and after that " 

He was silent for a moment, and seemed to be reflect- 
ing. "Tell me, Marksman," he went on, "do you be- 
lieve God will pardon me ?" 

" Yes, my worthy Mend ; for you were a brave and 
good creature." 

•*I have always acted in accordance with my heart. 
Well, it is said that the mercy of God is infinite ; I put 
my trust in Him." 
• " Hope, my Mend, hope !" 

** No matter. I was sure the Indians would never 
kill me ; it was Don EstevaD, look ye, who wounded me, 
but I split his skull open. The villain ! I ought to have 
let him die in his pit, like a trapped wolf." 

His voice grew momentarily weaker ; his eye was more 
glassy ; his life was ebbing fast. 

" Pardon him ! Now he is dead, he is no longer dan- 
gerous." 

"Heaven be praised, I crushed the viper at lafi.t.1 
Oood-bye, Marksman, my old cana^^b. .'^^^Sa^^^^'st 
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again hunt buffalo and elk together on the prairie; we 
shall n^ longer sound onr'srar-crj against the Apaehes, 
Where is Hying Eagie ?" 

" Pursuing the RcdsVms.** 

" Oh, he is a fine fellow. He was very young when 
I first knew him ; it was in 184i5. I remember that I 

was returning from " He stopped^ Marksman, 

who had bent as close as possible over him, to hear the 
words he uttered in a voice thatgrew momentarily weaker, 
looked at him. He was dead. The worthy hunter had 
surrendered his soul to God, without feeling the cruel 
agonies of death. H's friend piously closed his^ eyes^ 
knelt down by his side, and binding his pale forehead, 
prayed fervently for his old comrade. 

Don Mariano, in the meanwhile, had remained in the 
same state of apparent insensibility. Don Miguel and 
Dona Laura each held a hand, and anxiously questioned 
his pulse. His two old servants were kneeling in a 
comer of the room, and weeping s^'^ently. 

Suddenly Don Mariano uttered a deep sigh, a bright 
flush covered his face, his eyes opened, and for some 
minutes he seemed trying to recall his ideas, troubled 
by the approach of death. At length he made a su- 
preme effort, sat up, and looking by turns with an ex- 
pression of ineffable gentleness at the young people 
who had fallen on their knees, he drew their hands 
towards him and forced them on his heart. 

"Don Miguel,'* he said, in a powerful voice, "guard 
her ! Laura, you love him, so be happy ! My children, 
I bless you. Oh, God! Li thy mercy pardon the 
wretched man who is the cause of all our misfor- 
tunes. Lord, receive me into Thy bosom! My chil- 
dren, my children, we ^^ isi'b^it «j^pin !" His body 
was suddenly agitaled. Vj a ^otctxi^yr^ \.T^\s55st^ \Mk ^ssj^r 
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tures were contracted, and hb fell back breathing his 
last sigh. He was dead ! 

After performing the la3t duties to his old comrade, 
Marksman followed Flying Eagle and his warriors. 
Prom that moment hQ was never heard of again; the 
death of Brighteye had broken all the energy and will 
in this powerM man. Perhaps he is still dragging out 
the last days of a wretched existence among those In- 
dians with whom he formed the resolve of living. 

The minute researches made by Don Leo de Torris, 
after his marriage with Dona Laura de Real del Monte, 
led to no result ; hence the young man, to his great 
regret, was compelled to resign all hopes of ever paying 
this simple and yet great-hearted man the debt of gra- 
titude he owed him. 



THE END. 
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